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The SECOND PART of 


HE N TT. 


. 


INDUCTION. 
Enter RUM OUR. * painted full of Tongues. 


#55 PEN your ears: for which of you wil 
Y7 ex ſtop | 
2 yz ay a The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour 
2 ſpeaks? 
Al from the orient to the drooping weſt 
—_— the wind my poſt-hofle, till un- 
fold | 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth. 
Upon my tongues continual ſlanders ride, 
The which in every language I pronounce, 
Stuffing the ears of 2 men with falſe reports: 
I ſpeak of peace, while covert enmity, 


PW. 


= 


Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds the world: 


And who but Rumour, who but only I, 
Make fearful muſters and prepar'd defence, 
W hilſt the big year, ſwoln with ſome other griefs, 
Is thought with child by the ſtern tyrant war, 
A 3 And 


* This direction, which is only to be found in the firſt edition in 
quarto of 1600, explains a paſſage in what follows, otherwiſe 
obſcure. them. 
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And no ſuch matter? Rumour is 2 pipe 

Blown by ſurmiſes, jealouſies, conjectures; 

And of ſo eaſy and ſo plain a ſtop, | 

That the blunt monſter with uncounted heads, 

The ftill-diſcordant- wavering multitude 

Can play upon ir. But what need I thus 

My well-known body to anatomize 

Among my houſhold? Why is Ruamour here? 

1 run before King Harry's victory, 

Who in a bloody field by Shrewsbury | 

Nath beaten down young Hot. ſpur and his troops; 

Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 

Even with the rebels blood. But what mean 1 

To ſpeak b ſo true at firſt? my office is 

To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the wrath of noble Hor-ſpur's ſword; 

And that the King before the Dowglas rage 

Stoop'd his anointed head as low as death. 

This have I rumour'd through the peaſant towns; 

Between that royal ficld of Shrewsbury, 

And this worm- eaten hole of ragged ſtone, 

Where Hot-ſpur*s father, old Northumberland 

Lies cratty-tick. The poſts.come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other news 

Than they have l:-arn'd of me. From Rumour's tongues. 

They bring ſmooth comforts falſe, worſe than true 
wrongs. [ Exit, 


SCENE 1 
Northumberlaud's Caſtle. 


Exter Lord Bardolph, and the Porter at one door. 


| Fard, Who keeps the gate here, hoa? where is the 
Ear]? 

Port. What ſhall I fay you arc? 

Bard. Tell thou the Earl, | 
That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here, 
Port. His lordihip is walk'd forth into the orchard; 
Pleaſe ir your honour knock but at the gate, 
And he himſelf will anſwer. | 


b of truth. 


King Henk v IV. We 
Enter Northumberland. . 
Bard. Here's the Earl. „ ; 1 
North. What news, lord Bardolph? ev ry minute now 
Should be the father of ſome ſtratagem. 
The times are wild: Contention like a horſe 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him. | 
Bard. Noble Earl, | 
I bring you certain news from Shrewsbury. 
North, Good, if heav'n will! 
Bard. As good as heart can with: 
The King is almoſt wounded to the death: 
And in the fortune of my lord your fon, , 
Prince Harry {lain outright; and both the Blunt: 
Kil'd by the hand of Dowglas; young Prince John, 
And Weſtmorland, _ Stafford, Ad the field. 122 
And Harry Monmouth's brawn, the hulk, Sir Fohn, 
Ts priſoner to your ſon. O, ſuch a day, | 
So fought, ſo follow'd, and fo fairly won, 
Came not till now, to dignify the times 
Since Cæſars fortunes, 
North, How is this deriv d? 
Saw you the field? came you from Shrewsbury ? 
Bard. I ſpake with one, my lord, that came from 
thence, 
A gentleman well bred, and of good name, 
That freely render'd me theſe news for true. | 
North, Here comes my ſervant Travers, whom I ſent 
On Tueſday laſt, to liſten after news. 
Bard, My lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furniſh'd with no certainties, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me. 


SCENE 


Enter Travers. 


North. Now Travers, what good tidings come with you? 
Tra. My lord, Sir Fohn Umfrevil turn's me back 
With joyful tidings; and being better hors'd, 

Out- rode me. After him came ſpurring hard 

A gentleman, almoſt fore-fpent with ſ peed, 

That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe: 

A 4. | He 
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And bending forward, ſtruck his e agile heels 


Staying no longer queſtion. 


: Rebellion had ill luck? 


He ask d the way to Cheſter ; and of him 

I did demand what news from Shrewsbury ? 
He told me, that rebellion had ill luck, 
And that young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold. 
With that he gave his able horſe the head, 


Againſt the panting ſides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel- head, and ſtarting fo, 
He ſeem'd in running to devour the way, 


North, Ha! again: 8 0 
Said he young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold? 


Bard. My lord, Þ]] tell you. 
If my y lord your ſon have not the day, 
Upon mine e for a filken point ä | 
Vil give my barony, Ne er talk of it. 
North, Why ſhould the gentleman that rode by Traverg, 
Give then ſuch inſtances of loſs? | 18 

Bard. Who he? | 
He was ſome 7 hilding fellow, that had fioPn 


The horſe he rode on; and upon my life 


Spake at adventure. Look, bere comes more news, 
g SCENE It 


North, Yea, this man's brow, like to a titie-leaf, 
Foretels the nature of a tragick volume: 
So looks the ſtrond, d whereon th' imperious flood 
Hath left a witneſs'd uſurpation. 5 | 
Say, Morion, did'ſt thou come from Shrewsbury ? 
Mort. | ran from Shrewſbury, my noble lord. 


Where hateful death put on his uglieſt mask 


To fright our part. 

North. How doth my ſon, and brother? 

Thou trembleſt; and the whiteneſs in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 

Even ſuch a man, ſo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 

So dull, ſo dead-in look, fo woe-be-gone, 

Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 


And 
c able. ＋ bilding, for hinderling; i. e. baſe, degenerate, 
* when the | 


King HENRY IV. 9 

And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd: 

But Priam found the fire, ere he is tongue : | 

And I, my Percy's death, ere thou report'ſt it. 

This thou would'ft fay: your ſon did thus, and thus; 

Your brother, thus: ſo fought the noble Domglas: 

2 greedy ear with their bold deeds. 

But in the end, to ſtop mine ear indeed. 

Thou haſt a ſigh to blow away this praiſe, 

Ending with brother, ſon, and all, are dead! 
Mort. Dowglas is living, and your brother, yet; 
But for my lord your fon ——PÞ— 
North. Why, he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue ſuſpicion hath z 

He that but fears the thing he would not know, 

Hath, by Inſtin&, knowledge from other eyes, 

That what he fear'd is chanc'd, Yet Morton, ſpeak: 

Tell thou thy Earl, his divinarion lies; 

And 1 will take it as a ſweet diſgrace, 

And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong. 
Mort. You are too great, to be by me gain ſaid: 

Your ſpirit is too true, your fears too certain. 
North. Vet for all this, ſay not that Percy's dead. 

J ſee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye: 

Thou ſhak'ſt thy head, and hold'ſt it fear, or fin, 

To ſpeak a truth. It he be ſhin, ſay ſo: 

The tongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And he doth fin that doth belie the dead, 

Not he, which. ſays the dead is not alive. 

Yer the firſt bringer of unwelcome news 

Hath but a loſing office: and his tongue 

Sounds everafter as a ſullen bell, 

Remember d, tolling a departing friend. 
Bard. | cannot thick, my lord, your ſon is dead. 
Mort. I'm ſorry I ſhould force you to believe 

That, which I would to heav'n J hai not ſeen, 

But theſe mine eyes ſaw him in bloody ſtate, 

Reno'ring faint quittance, wearied and out- breath d, 

To Heury Monmouth; whole ſwift wrath beat down. ' 

The never- daunted Percy to the earth, Bo Aer 

From whence, with lite, he never more ſprung p. 

A In few; his death, whoſe ſpirit lent a fire | 
Even to the dulleſt peaſant in his camp, 


As Being 
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Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 
From the beſt temper'd courage in his troops. 
For from his metal was his party ſteel'd; 
Which once in him abated, all the reſt 

Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy lead. 
And as the thing that's heavy in its ſelf, 


Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed; 


So did our men, heavy in Hot ſpur's loſs, 
Lend to this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That arrows fled not ſwifrer toward their aim, 
Than did our ſoldiers aiming atetheir ſafety, 
Fly from the field. Then was that” noble Hor ſter. 
Too ſoon ta'en priſoner: and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Dowglas, whoſe well-labouring ſword 
Had three times {lain th*appeargnce of the King, 
*Gan vail his ſtomach and did grace the ſhame 
Ofthole that turn'd their backs, and in his flight 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The ſum of all 
Is, that the King bath won: and hath ſent out 
A ſpeedy pow'r encounter you, my lord, 
Under the conduct of young Lancaſter 
And Weſtmorland, This is the news at ful, 

North. For this, I ſhall have time enough to mourn. 


In poiſon there is phyſick: and this news, 


That would, had I been well, have made me ſick, 
Being ſick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well, 

And as the wretch whoſe feaver-weaken'd joints, 
Like firengtbleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit breaks like a fire 

Out of his keeper's arms; even ſo my limbs 

Weaken'd with grief, being now inrag'd with grief, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſtee] : | 
Muſt glove this hand. And hence thou ſickly quoif, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head ü 
Which princes fleſh'd with conqueſt aim to hit. 

Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 

The ragged'ſt hour that time and ſpight dare bring, 

To frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland ! 

Let heav'n kiſs earth! now let not nature's hand 


' © Keep the wild flood confin'd; kt order die, 


And let this World no longer be a ſtage 


To 


King HREN RV IV. 


© To feed contention in aling'ring act: 
© But let one ſpirit of the firſt- born Cain 
© Reign in all boſoms, that each heart being ſet 
On bloody courſes, the rude ſcene may end, 
And darkneſs be the burier of the dead! 
2 _ This ſtrained paſſion doth you wrong, my 
ord; 
Sweet Earl, divorce not wiſdom from your honour. 
Mort. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health, the which if you give o'er 
To ſtormy paſſion, muſt perforce decay. 
f You caſt th'event of war, my noble lord, 
And ſumm'd the account of chance, before you ſaid 
Let us make head: it was your preſurmiſe, 
That in the dole of blows, your ſon might drop: 
You knew he walk'd oer perils, on an edge 
More likely to fall in, than to get o'er: 
You were advis'd his fleſh was capable 
Of wounds and ſcars; and that his forward ſpirit 
Would lift him where moſt trade of danger rang'd: 
Yet did you fay, Go forth. And none of this 
Though ſtrongly apprehended, could reftrain 
The ſtiff. born action. What hath then befalln, 
Or what hath this bold enterprize brought forth, 
More than that being, which was like to be? 5 
Bard. We all, that are engaged to this lofs, 
Knew that we yentur'd on ſuch dang'rous ſeas, 
That if we wrought out life, was ten to one: 
And yet we ventur'd for the gain propogs, 
Choak'd the rc ſpe of likely peril fear'd; 
And fince we are o'er-ſer, venture again, 
Come, we will all put forth, body and goods; 


e This line is only in the firſt edition, where it is ſpoken by 
Umfreville, who ſpeaks no where elſe, It ſeems neceſſary to 
the connection. 


f The fourteen lines from hence 10 Bardoldph's next ſpeech, 


are not to be found in the firſt editions, till that in folio of 162 — 


A very great number of other lines in this play are inſerted af- 
ter the firſt edition in like manner, but of ſuch ſpirit and ma- 


ftery, generally, that the inſertions are plainly by Shakeſ pear 


himſelf. 
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if Mort. Tis more than time; and my moſt noble lord, 
if I hear for certain, and do ſpeak the truth: 

We g The gentle Arch-biſhop of York is up 

With well appointed powers: he is a man 

Who with a double ſurety binds his followers: 

My lord, your ſon, had only but the corps, 

But ſhadows, and the ſhews of men to fight. 

For that ſame word, rebellion did divide 

The action of their bodies from their ſouls; 

And they did fight with queafineſs, conſtrain'd 

As men drink potions, that cheir weapons only 

Seem'd on our fide: but for their ſpirits and ſouls, 

This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 
As fiſh are in a pond. But now the biſhop 
| Turns inſurrection to religion; IT 
1 Suppos d ſincere and holy in his thoughts, 
| - He's follow'd both with body and with mind: 
And doth enlarge his riſing with the blood 
| Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret flones; 
1 Derives from heav'n his quarrel and his cauſe; 
[1H Tells them, be doth beſtride a bleeding land 

| Gaſping for life, under great Bolingbroke : 
wo And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. 
{ North. I knew of this before: but to ſpeak truth, 

This preſent grief hath wip'd it from my mind. 

Go in with me, and counſel every man 

The apteſt way for ſafety and revenge: | 
Get poſts, and letters, and make friends with ſpeed, 
Never lo few, nor never yet more need.  [Exeunt. 


s All the following lines to the end of this ſpeech are not in 
the firſt edition, Gs of | ſo 
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SCENE Iv. 


A Street in London. 


Enter Sir John. Falſtaff, with his Page bearing his ſword 
| and buckler. 

Fal. Sirrah, you giant, what ſays the doctor to my water? 

Page. He ſaid, Sir, the vrater it ſelf was a good h heal- 
thy water, But for the party that own'd it, he might 
have more diſeaſes than he knew for. 

Fal. Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at me. The 
brain of this fooliſh-compounded-clay, Man, is not able 
to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more than I 
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only witty in 
my ſelf, but the cauſe that wit is in other men. I do 
here walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath overwhelm-: 
ed all her litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into 
my ſervice for any other reaſon than to ſet me off, why 
then I have no judgment. Thou whorſon mandrake, 
thou art fitter to be worn in my cap, than to wait at 
my heels, I was never mann'd with an apgot till now: 
but I will ſet you neither in gold nor ſilver, but in vile 
apparel, aud ſend you back again to your maſter for a 


jewel. The Fuvenil, the Prince your maſter, whoſe 


chin is not yet fledg'd; I will ſooner have a beard grow 
in the palm of my hand, than he ſhall get one on his 
cheek: yet he will not ſtick to ſay, his face is a face. 
royal. Heav'n may finiſh it when it will, it is not a 
hair amiſs yet: he may keep it till as a face-royal, for 
a barber ſhall never earn ſixpence out of it; and yet he 
will be crowing, as if he had writ man ever fince his 
father was a batchelor. He may keep his own grace, 
but he is almoſt out of mine, I can aſſure him, What 
ſaid Mr, Dombledon, about the ſatten for my ſhort cloak 
and flops? tes PE 
Page. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better as | 
ſurance than Bardolth: he would not take his bond an 
yours, he lik'd not the ſecurity. ; RS. 


| _ 
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Fal, Let him be damn'd like the glutton, may his 
tongue be hotter, a whorſon Achitophel, a raſcally-yea- - 
forſooth-knave, to bear a gentleman in hand, and then 
Rand upon ſecurity? the whorſon-ſmooth-pates do now 
wear nothing but high ſhoes, and bunches of keys at 
their pirdles; and if a man is thorough with them in 
honeſt taking up, then they muſt ſtand upon ſecurity : 
I had as lief they would put rats-bane in my mouth, as 
offer to ſtop it with ſecurity, I looked he ſhould have | 
ſent me two and twenty yards of ſatten, as I am a true 
knight, and he ſends me ſecurity. Well, he may ſleep 
in ſecurity, for he hath the horn of abundance. And 


the lightneſs of his wife ſhines through it, and yet can- i; 
not he ſee, though. he hive his own lanthorn to light h 
him. Where's Bardolph ? | | 
Page. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your worſhip v 
a horſe. | h. 
Fal. I bought him in Pauls, and hell buy me a horſe h: 
in Smithfield, If I could get me but a wife in the ſtews, 
I were mann'd, hors'd, and wiy'd. . 
Enter Chief Fuſtice, and Servants, | 2 
Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that committed yo 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph. reli 
Fial. Wait cloſe, I will not ſee him. 5 MF you 
Ch. Fuſt. What's he that goes there? 0 
Serv. Falſtaff, and't pleaſe your lordſhip, tion 
Ch. Fuſt. He that was in queſtion for rhe robbery ? F 
Serv. He, my lord. But he hath ſince done good ſer- retu 


vice at Shrewsbury: and, as I hear, is now going with 
ſome charge to the lord John of Lancaſter, 
Cb. Fuft, What to York? call him back again. 
Serv. Sir John Falſtaff. 
Fal. Boy, tell him, I am deaf. 
Page. You muſt ſpeak louder, my maſter is deaf. 
Ch. Fuſt, L am ſure he is, to the hearing of any thin 
good. Go pluck him by the elbow. I muſt ſpeak» with 


him. 


: 


King HENRY IV. i 
Fal. What! a young knave and beg! are there not 
wars? is there not employment? doth not the King lack 


ſubjects? do not the rebels need ſoldiers? though it be a 


ſhame to be on any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame to 
beg, than to be on the worſt fide, were it worle than 
the name of rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Serv. You miſtake me, Sir, | 

Fal. Why, Sir, did I ſay you were an honeſt man? 
ſetting my knight-hood and my ſoldierſhip aſide, I had 
lied in my throat, if I had ſaid ſo. 8 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your knight-hood and 
your ſoldierſhip aſide, and give me leave to tell you, you 
lie in your throat, if you ſay I am any other than an 
honeſt man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay aſide that 
which grows to me? if thou gett'ſt any leave of me, 
hang me; if thou tak'ſt leave, thou wer't better be 
hang'd: you hunt- counter, hence; avaunt. 

Serv. Sir, my lord would ſpeak with you. 

Ch. Faſt. Sir John Falſtaff, a word with you. ; 

Fal. My good lord! God give your lordſhip good time 
of day. I am glad to ſee your lordſhip abroad; I heard 
ſay, your lordſhip was fick, I hope your lordſhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your lordſhip, though not clean paſt 
your youth, hath yet ſome ſmack of age in you: ſome 
reliſh of the ſaltneſs of time; and I moſt humbly beſeech 
your lordſhip, to have a reverend care of your health, 

Ch, Fuſt. Sir Fohn, I {ent for you before your expedi- 
tion to Shrewsbury. | 

Fal. If it pleaſe your lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is 
return'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. | 

Ch. Fuſt. I talk not of his Majeſty: you would not 
come when 1 ſent for you? | 

Fal. And 1 hear moreover, his Highneſs is falla into 
this ſame whorſon apoplexy. | 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, heav'n mend him, I pray let me 
ſpeak with you, 1 

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of lethargy, 
an't pleaſe your lordſhip, a kin] of ſleeping in the blood 
a whorſon tingling. J 


Ch. Fuſt. What tell you me of it? be it as it is. 
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Fal. It bath its original from much grief; from ſtudy 


| and perturbation of the brain. I have read the cauſe of 


it in Galen. It is a kind of deafneſs. ö 

Ch. Fuſt. I think you are fall'n into that diſeaſe: for 
you hear not what I ſay to you. | 

Fal, Very well, my lord, very well: rather, an't pleaſe 
you, it is the diſeaſe of not liſt ning, the malady of not 
marking, that I am troubled withal. 

Ch. Juſl. To puniſh you by the heels, would amend 


the attention of your ears; and I care not if I be your 


fician, 

Fal. 1 am as poor as Feb, my lord; but not fo patient: 
your lordſhip may miniſter the potion of impriſonment to 
me, in reſpect of poverty; but how I ſhould be your pa- 
tient to follow your preſeriptions, the wite may make 
ſome dram of a ſcruple, or indeed, a ſeruple it ſelf. 

Ch. Fuſt. 1 ſent for you, when there were matters a- 
gainſt you for your life, to ſpeak with me, 

Fal. As I was then advis'd by my counſel learned in 
the laws of this land-ſeryice, I did not come, 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in 
Fal. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot live in leſs. 
Ch. Fuſt. Your means are very flender, and your waſte 
eat. | 
Fal. I wouid it were otherwiſe: I would my means 
were greater, and my waſte ſlenderer. 
- Ch, Fuſt. You have miſ-led the youthful Prince, 
Fal. The young Prince hath miſ-led me. I am the fel- 


low. with the great belly, and he my dog. 


Ch. Fuſt. Well, I am loth to gall a new-heal'd wound; 
your day's ſervice at Shrewsbury hath a little gilded over 
your night's exploit on Gads hill, You may thank the 

quiet time, for your quiet o'er-poſting that action. 

Fal. My lord? 

Cb. Juſi. But ſince all is well, keep it ſo: wake not a 
fleeping Wolf. Rn * 

Fal. To wake a Wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 

Ch. Fuſt. What? you are as a candle, the better part 
burnt out. | 

Fal. A waſſel candle, my lord; all tallow ; but if I dil 
ſay of wax, my growth would approve the truth. 


V i mo Fo au 


King HENRY IV. 17 


Ch. Fuſt. There is not a white hair on your face, but 
ſhould have his effect of gravity. _. 

Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy- | 

Ch, Fuſt. You follow the yc ung Prince up and down, 
like his evil angel, 

Fal. Not ſo, my lord, your ill angel is light; but I 
hope he that looks upon me, will rake me without 
weighing; and yet, in ſome reſpects I grant, I cannot 
go; —— I cannot tell; Virtue is of ſo little regard in 
theſe coſtor-mongers days, that true valour is turned 
bear-herd. Pregnancy is made a tapſter, and hath his 
quick wit waſted in giving recknings; all the other gifts 
appertinent to man, as the malice of this age ſhapes 
them, are not worth a gooſe-berry. You that are old, 
conſider not the capacities of us that are young; you 
meaſure the heat of our livers, with the bitterneſs of 
your galls; and we that are in the + va-ward of our 
youth, I muſt confeſs are wags too. | | 

Ch. Fuſt, Do you ſet down your name in the ſcrowl 


of outh, that are written down old, with all the cha- 


7 of age? have you not a moiſt eye? a dry hand? 
a yellow check? a white beard? a decreaſing leg? an 
increaling belly? is not your voice broken? your wind 
ſhort? i your chin double? your wit fingle? and every 
part about you blaſted with antiquity? and will you. yet 
call your: ſelf young? fie, fie, fie, Sir John. ; 

Fal. My lord, I was k born about three of the clock 
in the afternoon, with a white head, and ſomething a 
round belly. For my vaice, I have loſt it with hallow- 
ing and ſinging of Anthems. To approve my youth 
further, I will rot. The truth is, I am only old in 
judgment and underſtanding, and he that will caper with 
me for a thouſand marks, let bim lend me the mony, 
and have at him. For the box e'th' ear that the Prince 
pave you, he gave it like a rude Prince, and you took it 
like a ſenſible lord. 1 have checkt him for it, and the 
young Lion repents: marry not in aſhes and ſack- cloth, 
but in new ſilk and old fack, e 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, heav'n ſend the Prince a better W 

Fal. 

+ va=ward, i. e. van 5 5 

: your wind ſhort, your wit ſinglu. 

E adued from the firſt — , 
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Fal. Heav'n ſend the companion a better Prince: I 
cannot rid my hands of him, 

Ch, Fuſt. Well, the King hath ſever'd you and Prince 
Harry, I hear you are going with lord Fohn of Lan- 
caſter, againſt the Archbiſhop and the Earl of Northum- 
berland | . 

Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet wit for it; but 
look you pray, all you that kiſs my lady peace at home, 
that our ar mies join not in a hot day: for I take but two 
ſhirts out with me, and I mean not to ſweat extraordi- 
narily: if it be a hot day, if I brandiſh any thing but a 
bottle, would I might never ſpit white again. There is 
not a dangerous action can peep out his head, but I am 
thruſt upon it. Well, I cannot Jaſt ever. | but it 
was always the trick of our E-glifh nation, if they have a 
good thing to make it too common. If ye will needs 
ſay I am an old man, you ſhou'd give me reſt: I would 
to God my name were not ſo terrible to the enemy as it 


1s! I were better to be eaten to death with a ruſt, than to 
| be ſcour'd to nothing with perpetual motion. 
Cb. Fuſt. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and heav'n bleſs 


your expedition, 


Fal. Will your lordſhip lend me a thouſand pound, to 


furniſh me forth? 

Ch. Fuft. Not a penny, not a penny; you are too im- 
patient to bear croſſes, Fare you well. Commend me to 
my couſin Weſtmorland. Exit. 

Fal. If I do, fillip me with a + three- man-beetle. A 


man can no more ſeparate age and covetouſneſs, than 
he can part young limbs and letchery: but the gout galls 


the one, and the pox pinches the other, and ſo both the 
degrees prevent my curſes. Boy. f 
Page. Sir. 
Fal. What mony is in my purſe? 
Page. Seven groats, and two pence. 
Fal. I can get no remedy againſt thi 
the purſe. Borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incurable, Go bear this letter to 55 
| or 


1 Theſe following periods are reſtor d from the firſt edition. 


F three-man-beetie, i. e. & rammer big enough to require 
three men to lift it. | 


s conſumption of 
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lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of 
Heſtmorland, and this to old Mrs. Urſula, whom I have 
weekly ſworn to marry fince I perceived the firſt white 
hair on my chin. About it; you know where to find 
me. A pox of this _ or a gout of this pox; for 
the one or th'other plays the rogue with my great toe: 
it is no matter, if I do halt, I have the wars for my 
colour, and my penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſonable: a_ 
good wit will make uſe of any thing, I will turn diſeaſes 
to commodity, [ Exeunt« 


SCENTE VE 
TOR K. 


Enter Arch-biſhop of York, Haſtings, Thomas Mowbray 
(Earl Marſhal) and Lord Bardolph. 


York, Thus have you heard our cauſe, and know our 
means: | 
Now my moft noble friends, I pray you all 
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes, 
And firſt, Lord Marſha), what ſay you to it? 

Mow6, I well allow th* occafion of our arms, 
But gladly would be better fatsified - 

How in our means we ſhould advance our ſelves, 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the pow'r and puiſſance of the King? 
Haſt. Our preſent muſters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thouſand men of choice: 
And our ſupp'ies live largely in the hope 

Of great Nor:humberland, whole boſom burns 
With an incenſed fire of injuries. 

Bard. The queſtion then, lord Haſtings, ſtandeth thus; 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand | 
May hold up head without Northumberland ? 

Haſt. With him we may. 

Bard, Ay marry there's the point : 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far 
Till we had his aſſiſtance by the hand. 
or in a theam ſo bloody-fac'd as this, 
| Conjecture, 


' 

4 

1 
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Uſing the names of men inſtead of men: 
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| 1 
Conjecture, expectation, and ſurmiſe N I 
E 


Of aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 


York. Tis very true, lord Bardolth; for indeed 
It was young Het-ſþur's caſe at Shrewsbury. 


Bard. It was, my lord, who lin'd himſelf with hope, 7 
Eating the air, on promiſe of ſupply, | A 
Flatt'ring himſelf with project of a power A: 
Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of his thoughts; M 
And fo, with great imagination, In 
Proper to madmen, led his pow'rs to death, | W 
And, winking, leap'd into deſtruction. | 

' Haſt. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt An 
To lay down likelihoods and forms of hope. Ne 

Bard. Yes, if this preſent quality of war 
k Impede the inſtant act; a cauſe on foot = He 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early ſpring Bay 

We ſee thapperring buds; which to prove fruit, : 
Hope gives not fo much warrant, as deſpair | 1 
That froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, Ag: 
We firſt ſurvey the plot, then draw the mode}, But 
And when we ſee the figure of the houſe, I he 
Then muſt we rate the coſt of the erection; | n 


Which if we find out-weighs ability, 

What do we then but draw a new the model 
In fewer offices? at leaſt, deſiſt 

To build at all? much more, in this gerat work, 
(Which is almoſt to pluck a kingdom down, 
And ſet another up) ſhould we ſurvey 

The plot of ſituation, and the model; 
Conſent upon a ſure foundation, 

Queſtion ſurveyors, know our own eſtate, 
How able ſuch a work to undergo, 

To weigh againſt his oppoſite? or elſe, 

We fortifie in paper and in figures, 


Like one that draws the model of a houſe 
Beyond his pow'r to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o'er, ard leaves his part-created coſt 
A naked ſubje& to the weeping clouds, 
And waſte, for churliſh winter's tyranny. 

Haſt. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth, 
Should be ſtili-born; and that we now poſſeſt 

k Indeed, | 
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he utmoſt man of expectation: 

I think we are a body ſtrong enough, | 
Ev'n as we are, to equal with the King. | 

Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thouſand? 

Haſt. To us no more; nay not fo much, lord Bardolph, 
For his diviſions, as the times do brawl, 

Are in three heads; one pow'r e the French, 
And one againſt Glendower; perforce a third 

Muſt take up us: ſo is the unfirm King 

In three divided; and his coffers ſound 

With hollow poverty and emptineſs. 

York, That he ſhould draw his ſev'ral ſtrengths together, 
And come againſt us in full puiſſance, 

Need not be dreaded, 

Haſs. If he ſhould do ſo, 
He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welſh 
Baying him at the heels; never fear that. | 

Bard. Who is it like ſhould lead his forces hither? 

Haſt. The Duke of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland: 
Againſt the Welſh, himſelf and Harry Monmouth. 

But who is ſubſtituted gainſt the French, 
I have no certain notice, | 
m York. Let us on: 

And publiſn the occaſion of our arms. 
The commonwealth is fick of their own choiee; 
Their over-greedy love hath ſurfeited. 
\n babitation giddy and unſure 

ath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many! with what loud applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beat heay'n with bleſſing Bolingbroke, * 
Before he was what thou would'ſt have him be? 
and now being trim'd up in thine own deſires, 
hou, beaſtly feeder, art ſo full of him, 
hat thou provok'ſt thy ſelf to caſt him up. 
So, fo thou common dog, didſt thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton boſom of the royal Richard, | 
And now thou would'ſ eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howPſt to find it. What truſt in theſe times? 

hey, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, 


Are 


dded by Shakeſpear after bis firſt edition. 


= This excellent ſpeech of York, was one of the paſſages 
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Are now become enamour'd on his grave: 
Thou that threw'ſt duſt upon his goodly head, 
When through proud London he came fighing on 
After th' admired heels of Bolingbrołe, | 
Cry'ſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, 
And take thou this. O thoughts of men accurs'd, 
Paſt, and to come, ſeem beſt; things preſent, worſt, 
Mowb, Shall we go draw our numbers, and ſet on? 
Haſt, We are time's ſubjects, and time bids, be gone, 


— 3 


ACT E SCENE 1. 

IL Þ DD IN; \ 

Enter Hoſteſs, with two officers, Fang and Snare. ; 
Hoſt. R. Fang, bave you enter'd the action? 

4 M Fang. It is enter d. 4 

Hoff. Where's your yeoman? is he a luſty yeoman?}} n 


Will he ſtand to it? 
Fang. Sirrab, where's Snare? 


Hoſt, Ay, ay, good Mr. Snare. | y 
Snare, Here, here. | 
Fang. Snare, we muſt arreſt Sir ohn Falſtaff. k 


Hoſt. Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter'd him and all, | & 
Snare. It may chance coſt ſome of us our lives: hel k 
will ſtab, 
Hof. Alas-the-day ; take heed of him; he ſtab'd me ir 
mine own houſe, and that moſt beaſtly; he cares not 
what miſchief he doth, if his weapon be out. He wil 
foin like any devil, he will ſpare neither man, woman 
nor child, | 
Fang. If I can cloſe with him, I care not for his thru 
Hoſt, No, nor I neither; I'll be at your elbow. 
Faxg. If I but fiſt him once; if he come but withit 
my 2 vice, | 
Heſs. | am undone by his going; I warrant ſyou he i 
an infinitive thing upon my ſcore, Good Mr. Fang, hol 
; hin 


vice, or graſp, a metaphor taken from a ſmith's vice 
there is another reading in the old edition, view, which I think tha 
not fo good. 8 7 
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bim ſure; good Mr. Snare, let him not ſeipe, He comes 


_ continually to Pie-corner, ſaving your manh-ods, to buy a 


man? 


nd all. 
es: he 


me it 
res not 
Je wil 
voman 


thru 
withit 
du he i 
* 


Þs vice 


h I think 


ſaddle: and he is indited to dinner to the Lubbar's.- head in 
Lombard-ſireet to Mr. Smooth's the Silkman, I pray ye, 


ſince my action is enter'd, and my cafe fo openly known 


to the world, let him be brought in to his anſwer, A 
hundred mark is a long one, for a poor lone woman to 
bear; and I have born, and born, and born: and have 
been fub'd off, and fub'd off, from this day to that day, 
that it is a ſhame to be thought on. There is no honeſty 
in ſuch dealing, unleſs a woman ſhould be made an Aſs 
and a beaſt, to bear every knave's wrong, 
Enter Falſtaff, Bardolph, and the boy. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant malmſey-noſe knave; 
Bardolph with him. Do your offices, do your offices: 
Mr. Fang and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your 
offices. | 3 

Fal. How now? whoſe mare's dead? what's the 
matter? 

Fang. Sir ohn, I arreſt you at the ſuit of Mrs. Quickly. 

Fal. Away varlets; draw, Bardolph: cut me off the 
villain's head: throw the quean in the kennel, | 

Hoſe. Throw me in the kennel? l' throw thee in the 
kennel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baſtardly rogue. 
Murder, murder! O thou hony-ſuckle villain, wilt thou 
kill God's officers and the King's? O thou hony-ſeed 
rogue, thou art a hony-ſeed, a man-queller, and a wo- 
man- queller. E 
Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A reſcue, a reſcue! 

Hoſt, Good people, bring a reſcue or two; thou wo't; 
we thou, thou wo't, wo't thou rogue; do, thou hemp- 
eed. | 

Fal. Away you ſcullion, you rampallian, you fuſtila 
rian : I'll tickle your cataſtrophe. ety 


SCENE II. 
Enter Chief Fuſtice. 


Ch. Fuſt. What's the matter? keep the peace here, hoa. 
Hoſt. Good my lord, be good to me, I beſeech you 


ſtand to me, | 
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of good temper would endure this tempeſt of exclamation! 


the money too. Thou did'ſt ſwear to me on a parcel 
gilt goblet, fitting in my Dolphin- chamber, at the round 


Cb. Fuſt. How now, Sir Fon? what, are you braw- 
ling here? 


Does this become your place, your time, and bufineſs? 


Lou ſhould have been well on your way to York. 


Stand from him fellow, wherefore hang'ſt thou on him! 
Hoſt, O my moſt worſhipful lord, an't pleaſe your grace 


Tama poor widow of Eaſicheap, and be is arreſted at my 


ſuit. 

Cb. Just. For what ſum? 

Hoft, It is more than for ſome, my lord, it is for all; 
all I have; he hath eaten me out of houſe and home; he 
hath put all my fubftance into that fat belly of his; but I 
will have ſome of it out again, or I'll ride thee o'nights, 


like the mare. 


Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if I have 


any vantage of ground to get up. 


Ch. Fuſt. How comes this, Sir John? fy, what man 


are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor Widow to fo rouph 
a courſe to come by her own ? Fo 
Fal. What is the groſs ſum that I owe thee? 
Hoſt, Marry, if thou wert an honeſt man, thy ſelf, and 


6 an. ans 4a gu nh 


table, by a ſea-coal fire, on Wedneſday in Whitſun- week 
when the Prince broke thy head for likening him to 1 
ſinging · man of Mindſor; thou didſt ſwear to me then, 

] was waſhing thy wound, to marry me, and make me 
my lady thy wife. Canft thou deny it; did not good. 
wife Keech the butcher's wife come in then, and call me 
goſſip Prickly? coming in to borrow a meſs of vinegar; 


telling us ſhe had a good diſh of prawns; whereby thou 


did defire to eat ſome; whereby I told thee they were il A 


for a green wound? and didſt not thou, when ſhe was 


gone down ſtairs, deſire me to be no more fo familiarity 

with ſuch poor people, ſaying that ere long they ſhould 

call me Madam ?.and didſt thou not kiſs me, and bid me fetch 

thee thirty ſhillings? I put thee now to thy book- oath, I te 

deny it if thou canſt. 2 
Fal. My lord, this is a poor mad ſoul; and ſhe ſays up 


and down the town, that her eldeſt fon is like you, Shell N 
| hath been in good caſe, and the truth is, poverty hath - 


diſtracted 
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diſtracted her; but for theſe fooliſh Officers, I beſeech 
you, I may have redreſs againſt them. 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir Fohn, Sir John, 1 am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrenching the true cauſe the falſe 
way. It is not a confident brow, nor the throng of 
words, that come with ſuch more thanjimpudent ſavyci- 
neſs from you, can thruſt me from a level conſideration. 
I know you have praftis'd upon the eaſy- yielding ſpirit 
of this woman. | | 4 

Hoſt. Ves in troth, my lord. 

Ch, Fuſt. Prythee, peace; pay her the debt you owe 
her, and unpay the villany you have done her: the one 
you may do with ſterling mony, and the other with cur- 
rant repentance, | 

Fal. My lord, I will not undergo this + ſneap without 
reply. You call honourable boldneſs impudent ſawcineſs: 
If a man will court'ſy and ſay nothing, he is virtuous, 
No, my lord, my humble duty remember'd, I will not 
be your ſuitor: I ſay to you, I deſire deliverance from 
theſe Officers, being upon haſty employment in the 
King's affairs. 

Ch. Faſt. You ſpeak, as having power to do wrong: 
but aniwer in the effect your reputation, and fatisfy the 
poor woman, | | 

Fal, Come hither, hoſteſs. 

S GEN E MIL 

5 Enter Mr. Gower. 
Ch. Fuſt. Maſter Gower, what news? 
Gower, The King, my lord, and Henry 

Are near at hand: the reſt the paper tells. 

Fal. As I am a gentlenian — 

- Hoſt, Nay; you faid fo before. | 
Fal. As I am a gentleman, come, no more words of it. 
Hoſt, By this heav'aly ground I tread on, I muſt be fain 

to pawn both my plate and the tapeſtry of my dining. 

chambers. 

Fal. Glaſſes, glaſſes is the only drinking; and for thy - 
walls, a pretty flight drollery, or the ſtory of tlle prodi cul, 
. | Kos B d er 


[ Aſide, 


Prince of Wales 


+ ſneap, 4 porkſhire word for rebuke, 
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or the German hunting in water work, is worth a thou- 
ſand of theſe bed- hangings, and gl eſe fx · bi; ten rapeſtrie : 
let it be ten pound, if thou can Co ne, if it were not 
for thy humours, there is not a Mee Wench in England. 
Go, waſh thy face, and draw e Ki 


ion, come, thou 
muſt not be in this humour with "me; come, I know 
thou w-ſt ſet on to this. 
Hioſt. Pi'ythee, Sir John, let it be but twenty nobles, 
J am loth to pawn my plate, in good carneſt la. 

Fal. Let it alone, VI! make other ſhift; you'll be a fool 
ſtill. 2 | | 

Hoft, Well, you ſhall have it, though I pawn my gown, 
I bope you'll come to ſupper: you'll pay me all togetber. 

Fal. Will I live? go with her, = her; hook on, 


hook One 


Hoſt. Will you have Doll Tear- Sheet meet you at ſupper ? 
Fal. No more words. Let's have her. 
| Exeunt Hoſt, and Serjeant. 
Ch. Fuſt, J have heard better news. ; 
Fal. What's the news, my good lord? 
Ch. Fuſt. Where lay the King laſt night? 
Gower, At Baſmgſtoke, my lord, | 
Fal. | hope, my lord, alls well. What is the news, 
My lord? ; 
Ch. Juſt. Come all his forces back? 
Gower. No; fifteen hundreed foot, five hundred horſe, 
Are march'd up to my lord of Lancaſter, 
Aꝑainſt Northumberland and the Arch-biſhop. 
Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble lord? 
Ch. Fuſt. You ſhall have letters of me preſently, ! 
Come, go along with me, good Mr. Gower. 
Fal. My lord. 
Ch. Fuſt, What's the matter? 
Fal. Maſter Gower, ſhall I entreat you with me ta 


dinner? | 


Gower, I muſt wait upon my good lord here, 
I thank you, good Sir John. 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir Fohn, you loiter here too long, being you 
are to take ſoldiers up in the countreys as you go, 

Fal. Will you ſup. with me, maſter Gower ? 

Ch. Fuft. What fooliſn maſter taught you theſe man- 
ners, Sir John! | TY 
Ful. 


7s, 


e, 


rd? 


ta 
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Fal. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
fool that taught them me. This is the right fencing grace, 


my lord, tap for tap, and fo part fair. 


foo], 


Ch, Fuſt. Now the lord lighten thee, thou art a great 


27 


[ Exennt. 


. 


Continues in London. 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins, 
P. Henry. Truſt me, I am exceecing weary.” 


Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought wearineſs 


durſt not have attach'd one of fo high blood. 


P. Henry. It doth me, though it diſcolours the com- 
plexion of my greatneſs to acknowledge it, Doth it not 


ſhew vi'ely in me, to defire ſmell beer? 


Poins.. Why a Prince ſhould not be ſo looſely Rudied, as 


to remember ſo weak a compoſition, 


P. Henry. Belike then my Appetite was not princely 
oot; for in troth, I do now remember the poor crea- 
ture, {mall beer. But indeed theſe humble conſiderations 
make me out of love with my greatneſs. What a diſgrace 
is it to me to remember thy name? or to know thy face 
to morrow ? or to take note how many pair of ſilk ſtock- 


ings thou haſt? (viz, theſe, and thoſe that were the peach- 


colour'd ones;) or to bear the inventory of thy ſhirts, as 
one for ſuperfluity, and one other for uſe; but that the 
tennis=court-keeper knovys better than I, for it is a low 
ebb ot linuen with thee, when thou keepeit not racket 
there, as thou haſt not done a great while, becauſe the 
reſt of thy low countries have made a ſhift to eat up thy 
holland. + And God knows whether thoſe that bawl 
out of the Ruins of thy linnen ſha'l inherit his kingdom: 
but the midwives ſay the children are not in the fault, 
whereupon the world increaſes, and kindreds are mightily 


ſtrengthened. . 


Poins. How in it follows, after you have labour'd fo 
hard, you ſhould talk ſo idly? tell me how many good 
young Princes ſhould do ſo, their fathers lying to lick 


as Yours 18. 


1 1 
+ This period is ſuppiy d out þ T0 old edition, 
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P. Henry. Shall I tell thee one thing, Pons ? 
Poins. Yes and let it be an excellent good thing. 
P. Henry. It ſhall ſerve among wits of no higher breed- 
ing than thine. | 3 
Poins. Go to; I ſtind the puſh of your one thing, that 
you'll tell. | 
P. He ry. Why I tell thee, it is not meet that I ſh-ul] 
be ſad now my father is ſick ; albeit l could tell ro thee, 
(as to one it pleales me for fault of a better, to call my 
tiiend) I could be fad and ſad indeed too. | 
Poins. Very hardly upon ſuch a ſubject. 7 
P. Henry. Thon think'ſt me as far in the devil's book, 
as thou and Falſtaff for obduracy and perſiſtency. Let 
the end try the man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds 
inwardly that my father is lick; and keeping ſuch vile 
company as thou art hath in reaſon taken from me all 
oſtentation of ſorrow, | or” 
Poins. The reaſon ? | 
P. Henry. What would'ſt thou think of me if I ſhould 
weep? 2 | 
Poins. I would think thee a moſt princely hypocrite. 
P. Henry. It would be every man's thought; and 
thou art a bleſſed fellow, to think as every man thinks; 
never a man's thought in the world keeps the road-way 
better than thine; every man would think me an hypo- 
cite indeed. And what excites your moſt worſhipful 
thought to think ſo? | ET | 
Poins. Why, becauſe you have b ſeemed ſo lewd, and 
ſo much ingraffed to Falſtaff. a 
P. Henry. And to the. 
„Foins. Nay by this light I am well ſpoken of, I can 
Far. it with mine own ears; the worſt they can ſay of 


nie4s, that I am a ſecond brother, and that I am a pro- 


per fellow of my hands: and thoſe two things I confeſs 


I cannot help. Look, look, here comes Bardolph. 


P. Henry. And the boy that I gave Falftaff; he had him 
f om me chriſtian, and ſee if the fat villain haye not 


transform'd him ape. 5 Fs 


b been. 


= 
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. 
Euter Bardolph and Page. 
Bard. Save your grace. 

P. Henry. And yours, moſt noble Bardolph, 

Poins. Come you e virtuous aſs, you baſhful fool, muſt 
you bebluſhing? wherefore bluſh you now? what a maid- 
enly man at arms are you become? ls it ſuch a matter 
to get a pottle-por's maiden-head ? 

Page, He call'd me even now, my lord, through a red 
lattice, and I could diſcern no part of his face from the 
window; at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and methought he had 
made two holes inthe ale-wive's new petticoat, and peep'd 
through, * | 

P. Herry. Hath not the boy profited? | 

Bard. Away, you whorſon upright rabbet, awey. 
Page. Away you raſcally Althea's dream, away. 

P, Henry. lonlud us, boy, what dream, boy? 

Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dream'd ſhe was deliver'd 
of a firebrand, and therefore I call him her dream. 

P. Henry. A crowyns- worth of good interpretation; there 
it is, boy. [ Gives him mor y. 
Poins. O that this good bloſſom could be kept from 


cankers: well, there is ſix pence to preſerve thee. 


Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd among you, 


the gallows ſhall be wrong'd. 


P. Henry. And how doth thy maſter, Bardolph? 

Bard. Well, my good lord; he heard of your prace's 
com ing to town. There's a letter for you. | 

P. Henry, Deliver'd with good reſpect; and how doth 
the Martlemas, your maſter ? | 

Bard. In bocily health, Sir, ue: 

Poins, Marry, the immortal part needs a ph 
bur that moves not him; though that be ſick, 
not, 

P. Henry, 1 do allow this wen to be as familiar with 
me as my dog; and holds his place: for look you how 
he writes, _ 

Poins reads, 7ohn Falſtaff, knight: every man 
muſt know that, as oft as he hath occaſion to name 
B 3 himſelf: 


t* dies ; 


_ © pernicious, 
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himſelf: even like thoſe that are kin to the King, for 
they never prick their finger but they ſay there is ſome of 
the King's blood /pilt. Ho comes that? ſays he that takes 
upon him not to conceive: the aniwer is as ready as a 
borrowed cap; I am the King's poor couſin, Sir. 
P. Henry, Nay. they will be kin to us, but they will 
fetch it from Fapbet. But to the letter: Sir John 
Falſtaff, knight, to the ſon of the King, neareſt his father, 
Harry Prince of Wales, greeting. h ED 
Poms. Why this is a certificate, 
P. Henry, Peace. | 
1 will imitate the honourable Romans in breuty. 
 Poins. Sure he means brevity in breath; ſhort-winded. 
I commend me to thee, I commend thee and I leave thee. 
Be not tos familiar with Poins, for he miſuſes thy favours 
fo much. that he ſwears thou art to marry his Siſter Nell. 
Repent at idle times . as thou mayſi, and fo farewel. 
Thine, by yea and no: which is 4s much as to ſay, as thou 
weſt him, Jack Falſtaff wich my familiar: : John with my 
brothers and ſiſters: and Sir John with all Europe. 
My lord, I will ſteep. this letter in lack, and make him 
eat it. | | 
P. Henry. That's to make him eat twenty of his words. 
But do you uſe me thus, Ned? muſt I marry your fifter ? 
.  Poins. May the wench have no worſe fortune, But I 
never ſaid ſo. Ik 
P. Henry, Well, thus we play the fool with the time, 
and the ſpirits of the wiſe fit in the clouds and mock us: 
is your maſter here in London? | 
Bard. Yes, my lord, 
P Henry, Where ſups he? doth the old Boar feed in 
the old + frank? 4 
Bard. At the old place, my lord, in Eaſt-cheap. 
P. Henry, What company? 
Page. Epheſians, my lord, of the old church, 
P. Henry, Sup any women with him? | 
Page. None, my lord, but old Mrs. Quickly, and Mrs. 
Do! Tear- ſheet „ | | 
P. Henry, What Pagan may that be? 
Page. A proper gentlewoman, Sir, and a kinſwoman of 
wy maſter's. 


P. Henry. 


+ frank, i. e. 4 hog · ſty. 
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P. 7 Even ſuch kin, as the pariſh heifers are to the 
town Bull. Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at ſuppet ? 

Pons, | am your ſhadow, my lord, I'll follow you. 

P. Henry. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no word to 
your maſter that I am yet come to town, There's for 
your ſilence. 

Bard. I have no tongue, Sir. 

Page, And for mine, Sir, I will govern it. 

P. Henry. Fare ye well: go. This Dol Tear ſhes 
ſhould be ſome road. | 


Pomns. I warrant you, as common as the way between 
St. Albans and London. 

P. Henry, How might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow himſelf 
to-night in his true colours, and not our ſelves be ſeen? 

Poins. Put on two leather jerkins and aprons, and wait 
upen him at his table, like drawers. 

P. Henry. From a God to a Bull? a heavy 4 deſcen- 
ſion. It was Fove's caſe. From a Prince to a prentice, 
a low transformation; that ſhall be mine: for in every 
thing, the purpoſe muſt weigh with the folly. Follow 
me, Ned. | [ Exennt. 


n. tt. 


SCENE VI. 
Northumberland. 


Euter Northumberland, Lady Nothumberland, and 
Lady Percy. 


North. 1 pr'ythee loving wife, and gentle daughter, 
Give even way unto my rough affairs. 
Put not you on the viſage of the times, 
And be like them to Percy, troubleſome. 

L. North. I have giv'n over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will: your wiſdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, ſweet wife, my honour is at pawn, 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it, 

L. Percy. O yet for heay'n's ſake, go not to theſe wars. 
The time was, father, that you broke your woid, 


2 


When you were more endear d to it, than now; 

When your own Percy, when my Heart. dear Harry 

Threw many a northward look, to ſec his father 

Bring up his pow'rs: but he did long in vain! 3 
d declenſion. B 4 | v ho 
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Who then perſuaded you to ſtay at home? | 
There were two honours loſt; yours and your fon's, 
For yours, may heav'nly glory brighten it! 
For his, it ſtuck upon him as the ſun ' 
In the grey vault of heav'n: and by bis light 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts. He was indeed the glaſs 
Wherein the noble youth did dreſs themſelves. 
© He had no legs, that practis'd not his gait : 
And ſpeaking thick, which nature made his blemiſh, 
Became the accents of the valiant: | 
For thoſe that could ſpeak low and tardily, | 
Would turn their own' perfection to abuſe, 
To ſeem like him. So that in ſpeech, in gait, 
In diet, in affections of delight, 
In military rules, humours of blood, 
He was the mark and glaſs, copy and book, 
That faſhion'd others, And him, wond'rous him! 
O miracle of men! him did you leave P 
To look upon the hideous: God of war 
In diſadvantage, to abide a field | bb | 
Where nothing but the ſound of Het ſpurs name ...... . 
Did ſeem defenſible; ſo you left him. 
Never, O never do his ghoſt the wrong, 
To hold your honour more preciſe and nice 
Wich others, than with him, Let them alone: 
The Marſhal and the Arch-bithop are ſtrong. . 
Had my ſwycet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To- day might I (hanging on Hot-ſpur's neck) 
Have talk'd of Monmouth's grave. OY: 


North, Beſhrew your heart, _ ,, _. | 
Fair daughter, you do draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new lamenting ancient over-ſights. 
But I muſt go and meet with danger there; 
Or it will ſeek me in another place, 

Add find me worſe provided. 

L. North, Fly to Scotlanl, 

Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puiſſance made a little taſte. 


teilte ein 52}, a3 SITE L. Percy. 
e The twenty two following lines, are of thoſe aud by 
Shakelpear after his firſt edition. | FRO * : 9 
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L. Percy. If they get ground and vantage of the King. 
Then join you with them, like a rib of ſteel, 
To make ſtrength ſtronger. . But for all our loves, 

Fi'ſt let them try themſelves. So did your ſon; 

He was ſo ſuffer'd; ſo came I a widow: | 

And never ſhall have length of life enough, 

To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes. 

That it may grow and ſprout as high as heav'n, 

For recordation to my noble husband. | 

r SO Gn go in with me: *tis with my 

min | 
As with the tide ſwell'd up unto his height, 
That makes a ſtill-ſand, running neither way. 
Fain would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, 
But many thouſand reaſons hold me back: 
I will refolve for Scotland; there am I, | 
Till time and vantage crave my company. Exeunt. 


S CE N EC VII. 
Tavern in Eaſtcheap. 
ENter two Drawers, 
1 Draw. What the devil haſt thou brought there? Ap- 
ple- Johns? thou know'ſt Sir Fohn cannot endure an Ap- 
le- John. F » | 
g * Maſs! thou ſayeſt true; the Prince once ſet a 
diſh of Apple - Johns before him, and told him there were 
five more Sir Johns; and putting off his hat, ſaid, I will 
now take my leave of theſe fix dry, round, old, wither'd 
knights. It anger'd him to the heart; but he bath forgot 
| yr Why then cover, and ſet them down; and 
ſee if thou canſt find out Sneik's noiſe; Mrs. Tear- et 
would fain hear ſome mutick, f Diſpatch! the room 
where they ſupt is too hot, they'l] come in ſtair, _ 
2 Draw, Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Maſter 
Poins an on; and they will put two of our jerkins and 
aprons, and Sir 70hn muſt not know of it, Bardolph 
hath brought word. | Cs £4 


: 25; 1615 | 889 
f Thi? period is from the firſt edition. 
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1 Draw. Then here will be old + Uris: it will be an 


excellent ſtratagem. 
2 Draw, Ill {ce if I can find out Sneak, ¶Exeunt. 


Enter Hoſteſs and Dol. 


Hoſt, Sweet heart, methinks now you are in an ex- 
cellent good temperality; your pulſidge beats as extraor- 


dinarily as heart would defire; and your colour, I war- 


rant y ou, is as red as any roſe: but you have drank too 
much canary, and that's a marvellous ſearching wine; 
and it perfumes the blood ere we can ſay what's this, 
How do you now? 

Dol. Better than I was: hem. 

Hoſt, Why, that was well ſaid; a good heart's worth 
gold. Look, here comes Sir John. | 

7 Enter Falſtaff. 1 
Fal. When Arthur firſt in court. empty the jor- 
= and was a worthy King: how now, Mrs. 
Hoſe. Sick of a calm: yea, good ſooth. 
| 2 So is all her ſect, if they be once in a calm, they 
_ are ſick. | | 


Dol. You muddy raſcal, is that all the comfort you 


give me? ET 
Fal. You make fat raſcals, Mrs. Dol. | 
Dol, I make them! gluttony and diſeaſes make them, 
I make them not, | | 
Fla. If the cook make the gluttony, you help to make 
the diſcaſes, Dol; we catch of you, Dol, we catch of 
Op that, my poor vertue, grant that. 
Ay, marry, our chains and our jewels. 
Fal. Your 4 brooches, pearls and owches: for to ſerve 
bravely, is to come halting off, you know; to come 


off the breach with his pike bent bravely, and to ſurgery 


bravely; to venture upon the charg'd chambers OR 
. N Nm: | | ol 
+ Utis, an old word yet in uſe in ſome. counties, ſignifying a 
merry feſtival, from the French Huit; octo, ab AS. EahTa. 
O#ava Feſti alicujus. Skinner. . 
+ brooches, were chains of gold that women wore formerly 
ateut their necks, Owches were boſſes of gold ſet with diamonds, 


[ 


dae“ Hang your ſelf, you muddy Conger, hang your 
elf! 8 | ö 6 


_ Hoſt, By my troth, this is the old faſhion; you two 


never meet but yqu fall to ſome diſcord; you are both, 
in good troth, as rheumatick as two dry toaſts, you car-- 
not one bear with another's confirmities, What the 
good-year? one muſt bear, and that muſt be you: ycu 
are the weaker veſſel, as they ſay, the emptier veſſel. [To Dol. 
Dol. Can a weak empty veſſel bear ſuch a huge fu! 
hogſhead? there's a whole merchant's venture of Bour- 
deaux ſtuff in him; you have not ſeen a hulk better ſtuft 


in the hold. Come, Ul} be friends with thee, Fack: ' 


thou art going to the wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſee 
thee again or no, there is no body cares. 


SCENE IX. 


© Enter Drawer. 1 
Draw. Sir, antient Piſto! is below, and would ſpeak 
with you. E x 

Dol. Hang him, ſwaggering raſcal, let him not come 
hither; it is the foul- mouth'd rogue in Exgland. 

_ Hoſt, If he ſwagger, let him not come here: no by 
my faith: I muſt live amongſt my neighbours, I'll no 
ſwaggerers: I am in good name and fame with the ye- 
ry beſt: ſhut the door, there comes no ſwaggerers here: 


| I have not liv'd all this while to have ſwaggering now: 


ſhut the door, I pray you. : 
Fal. Doſt thou hear, hoſteſs | 


Hoſt. Pray you pacify your ſelf, Sir John, there comes 
no ſwaggerers here. | | . 
Fal. Doſt thou hear — it is mine Ancient. 

Heſt. Tilly- fally, Sir John, never tell me, your antient 


. 


ſwaggerer comes not in my doors. 1 was before maſter. 


Tyick the deputy the other day; and as he ſaid to me 
it was no longer ago than Wedneſday laſt — neighbour 
Quickly, ſays he; maſter Domb our miniſt?r was, 
by then ; ——neighbour Quickly, ſays he, receive thoſe. 
that are civil; for, ſaith he, you are in an ill name: 
now he ſaid ſo, I can tell whereupon; for, ſays he, you 
are an honeſt woman, and well thought on, therefo e 


take heed what gueſts you receive: receive, ſays he, no 
| ME 3 ſwaggering 
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ſwaggering companions. There come none here, 


You would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. No, Vil no 


ſwagg:rers. 


Fal. He's no ſwaggerer, hoſteſs; a tame cheater, i 
faith; you may ſtroke him as gently as a puppey-grey- 


hound; he will not ſwagger with a Barbary hen, it her 


feathers turn back in any ſhew of reſiſtance, Call him 


up, drawer, | 
| Hoſt, Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeſt man 


my houſe, nor no cheater; but I do not love ſwaggering 


I am the worſe when one ſays ſwagger: feel, maſters, 
how I ſhake, look you, I warrant you, = 
Dol, So you do, hoſteſs. 


* 


Hoſt. Do 1? yea, in very truth do I, as if it were an 


aſpen leaf: I cannot abide ſwaggerers. 
S CHE NE XxX 


Ez᷑er Piſtol, Bardolph and Rage. 
n © + 


Fal. Welcome, ancient Piſtol, Here, Piſfol, 1 charge 


2 _ a cup of ſack: do you diſcharge upon mine 
ofteſs, | oy 

"Piſs. 1 will diſcharge upon her, Sir John, with two 
bullets. 

Fal. She is piſtol proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend her. 

Heft. Come, I'll drink no proofs, nor no bullets: I 


will drink no more than will do me good, for no man's 


pleaſure,-I, 5 
Piſt. Then to you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, I will charge 


u. 


What? you poor, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lack-linnen 
mate; away, you mouldy rogue, away, I am meat for 
your maſter. | 

Piſt. 1 know you, miſtreſs Dorothy, 

Dol, Away, you cut-purſe raſcaſ, you filthy bung 2- 
way ; by this wine, I'll thruſt my knife if your mouldy 
chaps if you play the ſaucy cuttle with me, Away you 
bottle-ale raſcal, you basket- hilt ſtale jugler you, Since 


- When, I pray you, Sir? what, with two points on your 


ſhoulder? much, 
. Pip. 1 will murder peur ruft for this, 8 5 
bo 1 | 73 


Dol. Charge me! I ſcorn you, ſcurvy companion! 


A8 
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e Fal. No more, Piſtol; I wou'd not have you go off 
here: diſcharge your ſelf of our eompany, Piſtol. | 
Hoff. No, good captain Piſtol: not here, ſweet captain; 


Dol. Captain! thou abominable damn'd cheater, art 


thou not aſham'd to be call'd captain? if captains were of 
my mind they would truncheon you out h of taking 
their names upon you, before you have earn'd them. You 
a captain! you ſlave! for what? for tearing a poor whore's 


a 


= 
- 


ruff in a bawdy houſe? he a captain! hang him, rogue, 
he lives upon mouldy ſtew'd prunes and dry'd cakes. A 
captain! theſe villains will make the word captain i as. 
odious as the word occupy ; which was an excellent good 
word before it was ill ſorted: therefore captains had need 


look to it. 1 | 
Bard, Pray thee go down, good Ancient, 
Fal. Hark thee hither, miſtreſs Dol. | 
Piſt. Not I: I tell thee what, corporal Bardolph, I 
could tear her: Ill be reveng'd on her. „ 
Page. Pray thee go gowon. | 


Pift. I'll ſee her damn'd firſt: to Pluto's damned like; 


to the infernal deep, where Erebus and tortures vile alſo. 
Hold hook and line, ſay I: down! down dogs, down 
fites: have we not Hiren here? | ry | 
Hoſt. Good captain Peeſel bequiet, it is very late: I be- 
ſeech you now, aggravate your choler, f 
Piſt. Theſe be good humours indeed. Shall pack-horſes 
And hollow pamper'd jades of Aſa, 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a day, LES 
Compare with Ceſar, and with Cannibal, 
And Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them with 
King Cerberus, and let the welkin roar: 
Shall we fall foul for toys? OS . 
_ Hoſt. By my troth, captain, theſe are very bitter words. 


Bard, Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a 


braw] anon. 1 | = ERS 
Piſs. Die men, like dogs; give crowyns like pins: have 
we not Hiren here? Edo ew 
Hoſt. On my word, captain, there's none ſuch here. 
What the gocd-year? do you think 1 would deny ber? I 
pray be quiet. ET FO 
35 Piſt, 


— — — 


8 This is from the old edition, 100. Þ for, - 


Fear we broad fides? no, let the fiend give fire: 


58 The Second Part of 

Piſt. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis; come; 
give me ſome ſack. Si fortuna me tormente, ſperato me 
comente. ö I f | | 


Give me ſome ſack: and fweet- heart, lye thou there: 
Come we to full points here; and are & cætera's nothing? 
Fal. Piſtol, I would be quiet. N 
Piſt. Sweet knight, I kiſs thy + neif: what! we have 

ſeen the ſeven ſtars. | AD 
Dol. Thruſt him down ſtairs, I cannot endure ſuch a 
fuſtian raſcal. | TED V 
Piſt. Thruſt him down ſtairs, know we not galloway 
nags? $i | 

Fal, Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a ſhoye-groat 
ſhilling: nay, if he do nothing but ſpeak nothing, be 
ſhall be nothing here. | 

Bard. Come, pet you down ſtairs. 

Piſt. What ſhall we have inciſion? fhall we embrew? 
then death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful days: why 
then let grievous, ghaſtly, gaping wounds, untwine the 
ſiſters three: come, Atropos, I fay. [ Drawing his ſword. 

Hoſt, Here's goodly ſtuff toward. | 

Fal. Give me my.rapier, boy. 

Dol. I pr'ythee, Jack, I pr'ythee do not draw. 

Fal. Get you down ſtairs. 5 

Drawing, and driving Piſtol out. 

Hoſt. Here's a goodly tumult; I' forſwear keeping 
houſe, before 1'll be in theſe tirrits and frights. So mur- 
ther, I warrant now. Alas, alas, put up your naked 
weapons, put up your naked weapons. | 

Dol. I pr'ythee, Zack, be quiet, the raſcal is gone: ah 
you whorſon, little valiant villain you. 

Hoſt. Are you not hurt ith groin? methought he made 
a ſhrewd thruſt at your belly. - 

Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doors? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the raſcaPs drunk: you have hurt him; 
Sir, in the ſhoulder, | | 

Fal. A raſcal to brave me! | 

Dol. Ah, you ſweet little rogue you: alas, poor pe; 
how thou ſweat'ſt? come, let me wipe thy face 

| | ; RF come 

F neif, from nativa, i. e. a woman ſiave that is bom in 
ene; houſe, He would kiſs Dol. 4 3 


. * 


de 
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come on you whorſon chops — ah rogue, I love thee 
thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of 
N and ten times better than the nine worthies: 
a villain! OE ER. 

Fal. A rafcally ſlave! I will toſs the rogue in a blanket! 

Dol. Do if thou dar'ſt for thy heart: if thou doſt, I'll 
canvaſs thee between a pair of ſheets, 

Enter Muſick. 

Page. The muſick is come, Sir. 

Fal. Let them Pays Play, Sirs. Sit on my knee, Dol. 
A raſcal, bragging ſlave! the rogue fled from me like 
quick- ſilver. | i | | 

Dol, Pfaith and thou follow'dſt him like a church: 


thou whorſon little tydie Bartholomew Boar-pig, when 
wilt thou leave fighting on days, and foyning on nights, 
and begin to patch up thine old body for heaven? 


VV 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins diſguis d. 

Fal. Peace, good Dol, do not ſpeak like a death's- head: 
do not bid me remember mine end. ‚ 

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young fellow: he would have 
made a good pantler, he would have chipp'd bread well. 

Dol. They ſay Poins hath a good wit. 

Fal, He a good wit? hang him, baboon, his wit is as 
thick as Tewksbury muſtard: there is no more conceit in 
kim, than is in a maller. TER 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then? 

Fal. Becauſe their legs are both of a bigneſs: and he 
plays at quoits well, and eats conger and fennel, and drinks 


off candles end for flap-dragons, and rides the wild mare 


with the boys, and jumps upon joint ſtools, and ſwears 
with a good grace, and wears his boot very ſmooth like 
unto the ſign of the leg, and breeds no, bate with telling 
of diſcreet ſtories; and ſuch other gambol- faculties- he 
bath, that ſhew a weak mind and an able body, for the 
which the Prince admits him: for the Prince himſelf is 
ſuch another: the weight of an hair will turn the ſcales 
between their Averdupois, PLS 
P. Henry, 


= 
1 
14 
1 2 
if 
= 
1 
2 
0 
| 
18 
* 
b 
1 
12 
i. q 
* 5 
5 o 
14 
6 
19 
4 
1 
1 
: l 
| 
"418 
i. | 
4 
. 
1 
5. 
* i 
19 
A 
- 
” 
1 
19 
1 
17.. 
» 
a. 
87 i 
by oh. 
f : 
i 
* 
. 
* 


- 
** 
FR = 
3 * — 
— — a 
= r 
1 -. 


— — 


r 


30 The Second Part of. 


P. Henry. Would not this nave of a wheel have his ears 


eut off? bob 1 ain | 
Porns, Let us beat him before his whore. | 
P. Henry. Look, if the wither'd elder hath not his poll 
claw'd.like a Parrot. 5 
, Poins. Is it not ſtrange that deſire ſhould ſo many years 
out. live performance? 
Fal. Kiſs me, Dol. | 
P. Henry, Saturn and Venus this year in conjunction! 
what ſays the almanack to that? 
_ Poms. And look, whether the fiery Trigon his man be 
not liſping to his maſter's old tables, his note-book, his 
counſeE keeper? - - + | | 
Fal. Thou doſt give me flattering buſſes. 
b Dol. By my troth I kiſs thee with a moſt conſtant 
care. | . | 
Fal. I am old, I am old, | A 
Dol I love thee better than I love e er a ſcurvy young 
T 
Fal. What ſtuff wilt thou have a kittle of? I ſhall 
receive mony on Thurſday: Thou ſhalt have a cap to- mor- 
row, A merry ſong, come: it grows late, we will to 
bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. | 
Dol. By my troth thou wilt ſet me a weeping if thou 
ſay ' ſt ſo: prove that ever I dreſs my ſelf handſom till thy 
return — Well, hearken the end. | 
Fal. Some ſack, Francis. 
P. Henry, Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. ; | 
Fal. Ha! a baſtard ſon of the King's! and art not thou 
Poins bis brother? 1 
P. Henry. Why, thou globe of ſinful continents, what 
a life doſt thou lead? 5 
Fal. A better than thou: I am a gentleman, thou art a 
drawer. .. | : : 
P. Henry, Very true, Sir; and I come to draw vou out 
by the ears. 3 | 5 
Hleſt. Oh, the lord preſerve thy good grace. Welcome 
to Lordon. Now heav'n bleſs that ſweet face of thine: 
what, are you come from Wales? | | 
Fal. Thou whoriſcn-made compound of majeſty, by 
this light fleſh and corrupt blood, chou art welcome. 
3, en bs band non oe 
- Dol, 


wicked? _ g 
Poins. Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſwer. | | 
Fal. The fiend hath prickt down Bardolph irrecovera- 

ble, and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, where he doth. 

nothing but roaſt mault-worms: for the boy, there is a 

good angel about him, but the devil + out-bids him too. 


Fal. 
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Dol. How! you fat fool, I ſcorn you. 

Poins, My lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
and turn all to a merriment, if you take not the heat. 

P. Henry. You whorſon candle-myne you, how vilely 
did you ſpeak of me even now, before this honeſt, vir- 
tuous, civil gentlewoman? 

Hoſt Ble ſſing on your good heart, and fo ſhe is by my 
trot hi. 

Fal. Diqdſt thou hear me? RT 

P. Henry. Yes; and you knew me as you did when 
you ran away by Gads-hill, you knew 1 was at your 
back, and ſpoke it on purpoſe to try my patience, | 

Fal. No, no, no; not ſo; I did not think thou wait 
within hearing. 


P. Hemy. I ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wilful 


abuſe, and then 1 know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal, on my honour, no abuſe. 

P. Henry. Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me pantler, and 
bread-chipper, and I know not what? 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal. 8 

„„ 5 a... 5... | : 

Fal. No abuſe, Ned in the world; honeſt Ned, none. 
I diſprais'd him before the wicked, that the wicked 
might not fall in love with him; in which doing, I have 


done the part of a careful friend, and true ſubject, and 


thy father is to give me thanks for it. No abuſe, Hal, 
none, Ned, none; no, boys, none. 


P. Henry. See now whether pure fear and entire cow- 
ardiſe doth not make thee wroug this virtuous gentle- 


woman, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the wicked? is thine 
hoſteſs here of the wicked? or is the boy of the wicked? 
or honeſt Bardolph, whole zeal burns in his noſe, of the 


F. Henry. For the women? 


+ In the firſt Edition it is the devil blindes him too, 


| 
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Fal. For one of them, ſne is in hell already, and burns 
poor ſouls: for the other, | owe her mony; and whether 
ſhe be damn'd for that. I kncw not. 

Hoſt, No, I warrant you. 

Fal. No, I think thou art not: I think thou art quit 
for that, Marry, there is another indictment upon thee, 
for ſuffering fleſh to be eaten in thy houſe, contrary to 
the law, for the which I think thou wile bow]. 

Hoſt. All victuallers do ſo: what is a joint of mutton 
or two in a whole Lent? | 

P. Henry. You, gentlewoman. 

Dol. What ſays your grace? | 

Fal. His grace ſays that which his fleſh rebels againſt, 

. Hoſt. Who knocks ſo loud at door? look to the door 
there, Francis, © 3 


SCENE XII. 
Ener Peto. 


P. Henry, Peto, how now? what News? 

Pero. The King your father is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearied pofts 
Come from the north; and as I came along, 
I met and overtoek a dozen captains © 
Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the taverns; 
And asking every one for Sir ohn Falſtaff. 


* 


P. Henry. By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame, 


So idly to profane the precious time; 
When tempeſt of commotion, like the South 
Born with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. | 
Give me my ſword, and cloak: Falſtaff, good night. 
3 [Exeunt Prince and Poins, 
Fal. Now comes in the ſweeteſt morſel of the night, 
and we myſt hence, and leave it unpickt. More knock- 
ing at the door? how now? what's the matter? 
Bard. You muſt away to court, Sir, preſently: a 
dozen captains ſtay at door for you. 
Fal. Pay the muſicians, Sirrab : farewel hoſteſs, fare- 
wel Dol. You ſee, my good wenches, how men of merit 
are ſought after; the undeſerver may ſleep, when the 


King Henry IV. 43 
man of action is called on. Farewel, good wenches; if 
I be not ſent away poſt, I will ſee you again, ere I go. 

Dol. I cannot ſpeak, if my heart be not ready to burſt 
— well, ſweet Fack, have a care of thy ſelf. 

Fal. Farewel, farewel. [ Exit, 

Hoſt, Well, fare thee well: I have known thee theſe 
twenty nine years, come peſcod-time; but an honeſter 
and truer-hearted man well, fare thee well, 

Bard. Mrs. Tear-ſheet. 

Hoſt. What's the matter? 

Bard. Bid Miſtreſs Tear ſheet come to my maſter. 

Heſs. O run, Dol, run; run, good Dol. [ Exeunt. 


1 


2 


A C T Ill. SCENE I, 
L 0 ND O N. 
Enter King Henry in his night-gown, with a Page. 


K. Henry. O, call the Earls of Surrey and of Warwick; 
But ere they come, bid them o'er-read 
theſe letters 
Ind well conſider of them: make good ſpeed. [Exit Page, 
ow many thouſands of my' pooreſt ſubjects | 
Ire at this hour aſleep! O gentle Sleep, 
Nature's ſoft nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down; 
And ſteep my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs? 
Why rather, Sleep, ly'ſt thou in ſmoaky cribs, 
Upon uneaſie pallets ſtretching thee, 


And huſht with buzzing night-flies to thy lumber; 


Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, | 
And lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt melody? 

O thou dull God, why ly'ſ thou with the vile 

In loathſom beds, and leay'ft the kingly couch 

A warch-caſe, or a common larum-bell? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy maſt, 

Seal up the ſhip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains; 

In cradle of the rude imperious ſurge; 
And in the viſitation of the winds, 


-* Who 
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« Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curling their monſtrous heads and hanging them 
With deaf ning clamours in the ſlip'ry ſhrouds, 
© That with the hurley, death ic ſelf awakes? 

© Cir'ſt thou, O partial Sleep, give thy repoſe 

To the wet ſea-boy in an hour fo rude? 

And in the calmeſt and the ſtilleſt night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a King? then happy low! lye down; 
Unczhe lyes the head that wears a crown. 


, 
Enter Warwick and Surrey. 
War, Many gocd-mcrrows to your Majeſty, 
K. Henry, Is it good-morrow, lords? 
War. Tis one a clock, and paſt. But 
K. Henry, Why then good-morrow to you all, my lords; Tha 
Have. you read o'er the letters that I ſent you? « Th 


Mar. We have, my Liege. | TI 

EX. Henry. Then you perceive the body of our kingdom Sh 

How foul it is; what rank diſeaſes grow, Pore 

And with what danger, near the heart of it. And 

Mar. lt is but as a body, yet diſtemper'd, N 

Which to its former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, Figu 

With good advice and little medicine The 

My lord Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. With 

K. Henry. Oh heav'n that one might read the book As y. 

fate, and 

And ſee the revolution of the times Such 

Make mountains level, and the continent And 

Weaty of ſolid firmneſs, melt it ſelf King 

Into the ſes; and other times, to ſee That 

The beachy girdle of the ocean  IWou 

Too wide for Neptune's hips: how chances mock Whic 

And changes fill the cup of alteration - 155 Unle: 

| With divers liquors. O, if this were ſeen, K. 
ö The happieſt youth viewing his progreſs through, Then 
W hat perils paſt, what croſſes to enſue, | And 

| Would ſhut the book, and fit him down and die. [They 
|  - *TifAre f 


| | '® Theſe four verſes are ſupply'd from the edition of 1600 
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Tis not ten years ſi ce Richard and Northumberland 
Did feat together; and in two years after 
Were they at wars. It is but eight years ſince 
This Percy was the man neareſt my ſoul, 
Who like a brother toil'd in my affairs, 
And laid his love and life under my foot; 
Yea for my ſake ev'n to the eyes of Richard 
Gave him defiance. Which of you was by? 
(You, couſin Neuil, as I may remember) [To Warwick, 
When Richard with his eye brim-full of tears, 
Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, 
Did ſpeak rh:ſe words, now prov'd a prophecy, 
Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 
My coulin Bolingbroke aſcends my throne : - 
(Though then, heav'a knows, I had no ſuch intent. 1 
But that neceſſity ſo bow'd the ſtate, | 
ordei That I and greatneſs were compell'd to kiſs) 
The time ſhall come, (thus did he follow it,) 
The time will come, that foul fin gathering head, 
Shall break into corruption: ſo went on, 
Fore- telling this ſame time's condition, 
And the diviſion of our amity, 
War. There is a hiſtory in all men's lives, 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas'd; 
The which obſerv'd, a man may propheſie 
with a near aim, of the main chance of thing 
As yet not come to life, which in their ſeeds 
And weak beginnings lie intreaſured, | 
Such things become the hatch and brood of time; 
And by the neceſfiry form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falſe ro him, 
Would of that ſeed grow to a greater falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. 2 85 
K. Henry. Are theſe things then neceſſities? 
Then let us meet them like neceſſities; 
And that ſame word even now cries out on us: 
They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland = 
Are fifty thouſand itrong. 
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War. It cannot be: 
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear d. Pleaſe it your grace 
To go to bed. Upon my life, my lord, 
The pow'rs that you already bave ſent forth 
Shall bring this prize in very eaſily, 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 
A certain inſtance that Glendowey is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath been this fortnight ill, 
And theſe unſeaſon'd hours perforce muſt add 
Unto your fickneſs. 

K. Henry. I will take your counſel: 
And were theſe inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, dear lords, unto the holy- land. [Exennt, 


Te COUNTRY 


Enter Shallow and Silence, Fuſtice:; with Mould Ys 
. Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


Shal, Come on, come on, come on; give me your 
hand, Sir; an early ſtirrer, by the + rood. And how 
doth my good coufin Silence ? | 

Sil. Good morrow, good couſin Shallow. | 

Shal. And how doth my couſin, your bed. fellow? 
and your faireſt daughter, and mine, my god- daughter 

1 


Ellen | 

Sil. Alas, a black ouzel, couſin Shallow, 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare ſay my couſin il. 
liam is become a good ſcholar: he is at Oxford ſtill is he 
not? | | 
Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my coſt. 

Shal. He muſt then to the Inns of court ſhortly: ' I 


was once of Clement s- Inn; where, I think, they will talk 


of mad Shallow yet. | 
Sil, You were calld luſty Shallow then, couſin. 
Shal. 1 was call'd any thing, and I would have done 
any thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, 
: 5. 
7 1 the rood, i. e. the croſs, 5 
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and little Fobn Doit of Staffordſhire, and black George 
Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will. Squeele a Cot'swold 
man, you had not four ſach ſwing-bucklers in all the Inns 
of court again; and I may ſay to you, we knew where 
the Bona-Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all at 
command ment. Then was Jack Falſtaff (now Sir John, 
boy) a page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk, 
Sil This Sir John, couſin, that comes hither anon a- 
bout Soldier? ; 
Shal. The ſame Sir Fohn, the very ſame: I ſaw him 
break Schoggan's head at the court-gate, when he was a 
crack, not thus high; and the very ſame day I did figbt 
with one Sampſon Stockfiſh, a fruiterer, behind Grays- Inn. 
unt. O the mad days that | have ſpent! and to ſee how many 
of mine old acquaintance are dead? | 
Sil. We ſhall all tollow, couſin. 
Shal. Certain, tis certain, very ſure, very ſure; death 
b (as the Plalmiſt faith) is certain to all, all ſhall die. How 
a good yoke of Bullocks at Stamford fair? 
| Sil. Truly, coutin, I was not there. | {tp 
To Shal. Death is certain. Is old Double of your town 
living yet? 
our Sil. Dead, Sir. | 
10W | Sal. Dead! fee, ſee, he drew a good bow: and dead? 
he ſhot a fine ſhoot, John of Gaunt loved him well, and 
betted much money on his head. Dead! he would have 
ow? ciapt in the clowt at twelve ſcore, and carried you a fore- 
hter hand ſhaft a fourteen and fourteen and a halt, that it would 
have done a man's heart good to ſee. How a ſcore of 


Enter Bardolph and Page. 


Sil, Here come two of Sir John Falſtaff's men, as I 
done | think. 
as I, | Shal. Good-morrow, honeſt gentlemen, : 
and | Bard, 


ewes now? | j 
Wil. Sil. Thereafter as they be: a ſcore of good ewes may þ 
s he | be worth ten pounds. | 
" Shal, And is old Double dead? 
1 . 
talk | | 


'b Edition 1600, 
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Bard. I beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shallow ? 
Shal. I am Rodert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire of this 

county, one of the King's Juſtices of the peace: what is 

your good pleaſure with me? | 

Bard, My captain, Sir, commends him to you: my 
captain Sir John Falſtaff; a tall gentleman by heav'n! and 
a moſt pallant leader. | 
Shal. He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a good 
back-ſword man. How doth the good knight? may I 
ask how my lady his wife doth? _ | 7 oa 

Bard. Sir, pardon, a ſoldier is better accommodated 
than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well ſaid indeed, 
too: better accommodated——it is good, yea indeed is 
it; good Phraſes ſurely are, and e ever were, very com- 
mendable. Accommodated—— it comes of Accommodo; 
very good, a good phraſe. en, | 
Bard. Pardon me, Sir, I have heard the word. Phraſe, 
call you it? by this day, I know not the Phraſe: but 1 


will maintain the word with my ſword, to be a ſoldier- 


hke word, and a word of exceeding good com mand. 
Accommodated, that is, when a man is as they ſay, ac- 
commodated; or, when a man is, being whereby he may 
be thought to be accommodated, which is an excellent 
thing. +: LS! 4 LAS x 13 * N r 1 
ent « wot 03:14 48 RN. V. 

* Shal. It is very juſt: look, here comes good Sir John. 
Give me your hand, give me your worſhip's good hand : 
truſt me, you look well, and bear your years very well. 
Welcome, good Sir John. = Site 


Fal. I am glad to ſee you well, good maſter Robert 
Shallow: Maſter Sure: card, as I think? : 


Shal. No, Sir John, it is my couſin Silence; in com- 


miſſion with me.. . 
Fal. Good maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould be 
of the peace. *** = OO 
Sil, Your good worſhip is welcome; 


| J 


Fal. Fy, this is hot weather, gentlemen, haye you pro- 


. Shal, 


vided me here half a dozen of ſufficient men ? 


e every where. 


r 
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Shal. Marry have we, Sir: will you fit? 

Fal. Let me fee them, I beſeech you. 

Shal. Where's the roll? where's the roll? where's the 
roll? let me ſee, let me ſee, let me ſee: ſo, ſo, fo, ſo: 
yea, marry, Sir. Ralph Mouldy: let them appear as I 
call: let them do ſo, let them do ſo. Let me ſee, 
where is Moulay? | 

Moul. Here, if it pleaſe you, 

Shal. What think you, Sir John? a good limb'd fel- 
low: young, ſtrong, and of good friends. | 
Fal. Is thy name Mouldy? | 

Mol. Yea, if it pleaſe you. 

Fal. *Tis the more time thou wert us'd, 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent i' faith. Things that 
are mou dy, lack uſe: very ſingular good. Well (aid, 
Sir 7ohn, very well faid. | 

Fal. Prick him, 

Moul. I was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let me alone: my old dame will be undone now 
for one to do her husbandry, and her drudgery; you. 
need not to have prickt me, there are other men fitter 
to go out than I. | | : ED 
Fal. Go to: peace Mouldy, you ſhall go. Mouldy, it is 
time you' were ſpent. 

Moul, Spent? | 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace: ſtand aſide: know you 
where you are? for the other, Sir ohn. Let me ſee: 
Simon Shadow, Ki 

Fal. Ay marry, let me have him to fit under: he's like 
to be a cold ſoldier. | | 

Shal. Where's Shadow? 

Shad. Here, Sir. 5 

Fal. Shadow, whoſe ſon art thou? 

Shad. My mother's ſon, Sir. 

Fal. Thy mother's fon! like enougb; and thy father's 
ſhadow : ſo the ſon of the female is the ſhadow of the 
male: it is often ſo indeed, but not of the father's ſub- 
Hanes... 7-*.. - | 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow will ſerve for a ſummer; prick him; for 
we have a number of ſhadows to fill up the I 
1 n Shal. 


» f 


— ” _ 
. — — - — — — 
— 
e »„— 
0 


el 24 — Wa - 


50 The Second Part of 


Shal. Thomas Wart, 
Fal. Where's he? 
Wart. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart? 

Wart. Yea, Sir. * 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged wart. | 

Shal. Shall I prick him down, Sir John? 

Fal. It were ſuperfluous; for his apparel is built upon 
his back, and the whole frame ſtands upon pins: prick 
him no more. | 8 ; 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir; you can do it: 
I commend you well. Francis Feeble. 

Fieeble. Here, Sir. 5 
Shall. What trade art thou, Feeble? 
Fieeble. A woman's tailor, Sir. 
Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir? | 
Fal. You may : but if he had been a man's tailor he 


would have prick'd you. Wilt thou make as many holes 


in an enemy's battel, as thou haſt done in a woman's pet- 


ticoat? 


Feeble. I will do my good will, Sir; you can have no 
more. | 

Fal. Well ſaid, good woman's tailor; well ſaid, cou- 
rageous Feeble: thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful 
Dove, or moit .magnanimous Mouſe, Prick the 'wo- 
man's tailor well, maſter Shallow, deep, maſter Shallow, 
| Feeble. I would Wart might have gone, Sir, | 

Fal. I would thou wert a man's tailor, that thou mightẽ'ſt 
mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot put him 
to be a private ſoldier, that is the — of ſo many thou- 
ſands. Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Feedle. 

Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice, | | 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble, Who is 
the next? | | 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the green. 

Fal. Yea, marry, let us ſee Bulcalf. 
Bal. Here, Sir, | | 

Fal. Truſt me, a likely fellow, Come prick me Bul- 
cal, till he roar again. | | 

Bul. Oh good my lord captain. - 

Fal. What, doſt thou roar before thiart prickt? | 

— Bul. 


ule 
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Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed man. 


Fal. What diſeaſe haſt thou? 
Bul. A whorſon cold, Sir; a cough, Sir, which I 


caught with ringing in the King's affairs, upon his co- 


ronation day, Sir. 
Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a gown: we 
will have away thy cold, and I will take ſuch order that 


thy friends ſhall ring for thee, Is here all? 


Shal, There is two more called than your number, you 
muſt have but four here, Sir; and ſo, I pray you, go in 
with we to dinner. 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 


. tarry dinner. I am glad to ſee you, in good troth, maſter 
. Shallow. | 


Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we lay all 
night in the wind-mill in Saint George's fields? 


Fal. No more of that, good maſter Shallow, no more 
of that. | | 


Shal. Ha! it was a merry night. And is Fane Night- 


work alive? 


Fal. She lives, maſter Shallow. 
Shal. She never could away with me. : 
Fal. Never, never: would always fay ſhe corli 


not abide maſter Shallow. | 
Shal. By the maſs I could anger her to the heart: | 


ſhe was then a Bona- roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 
Fal. Old, old, maſter Shallow. | 
Shal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, ſhe cannot chuſe but be 
old; certain ſhe's old, and had Robin Night-work by old 
Night. work, before 1 came to Clement's-lnn. | 
Sil. That's fifty five years ago. 


- Shal. Hah, coulin Silence, that thou hadſt ſeen that, | 
that this knight and 1 have ſeen; hah, Sir John, ſaid I 


well? 


Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, Maſter 


Shallow, 
Shal. That we have, that we have, in faith Sir John 
we have: our watch-word was hem-boys. Come, let's 


to dinner; Oh the days that we have ſeen! come, come, 


Zul. Good maſter corporate Bardolph ſtand my friend, 
and here is four Harry ten ſhillings in French crowns 
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for you: in very truth, Sir, I had as lief be hang'd, 
Sir, as go; and yet for mine own part, Sir, I do not care, 
but rather becauſe I am unwilling, and for mine own 
part, have a deſire to ſtay with my friends, elſe, Sir, I 
did not care for mine own part ſo much. 
Bard. Go to; ſtand aſide. | | | 
Mould, And good maſter corporal captain, for my old 
dame's ſake ſtand my friend: ſhe hath no body to do arly 
thing about her when I am gone, and ſhe's old and can- 
not help her ſelf: you ſhall haye forty, Sir, 5 
Bard. Go to; ſtand aſide. 5 | | 
Feeble. 1 care not, a man can die but once; we owe 
God a death, I will never bear a baſe mind: if it be niy 
deſtiny, ſo: if it be not, ſo. No man is too pood to 
ſerve his Prince; and let it go which way it will, he that 
dies this year is quit for the next. | a 
Bard. Well ſaid, thou art a good fellow. 
Feeble. Faith I will bear no baſe mind, 
Fal. Come, Sir, which men ſhall J have? 
Shal. Four of which you pleaſe. We 
Bard. Sir, a word with you: I haye three pound to 
free Mouldy and Bulcalf, CEP 1 


Fal. Go to: well. | 
Shal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have? 


Fal. Do you chuſe for me. | | 
Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeble and Shadow. 
|  , Fal. Mouldy and Bulcalf : for you, Mouldy, ſtay at 
home till you are paſt ſervice: and for your part, Byll- 
calf, grow till you come unto it: I will none of you, 
Shal. Sir Fohn, Sir John, do not your ſelf wrong, they 
are your likelieſt men, and I would have you ſerv'd with 
the beſt. | 
Fal. Will you tell me, maſter Shallow, how to chuſe a 
man? care J for the limb, the thewes, the ſtature, bulk 
and big ſemblance of a man? give me the ſpirit, maſter 
Shallow. Here's Wart, you ſee what a ragged appearance 
it is: he ſhall charge you and diſcharge you with the mo- 
tion of a pewterer's hammer; come off and on, ſwiſter 
than he that gibbets on the brewer's bucket. And this 
ſame half. fac q fellow Shadow, give me this man, he preſents 
no mark to the enemy, the to-man may wich as greet 
aim 
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aim level at the edge of a penknife: and, for a retreat, 
how ſwiftly will this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run off. 

O pive me the ſpare men, and ipare me the great ones, 
Fut me a + caliver into Wart's hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverſe; thus, thus, | 
Fal. Come, manage me your caliver: ſo, very well, 

go to, very good, exceeding good. O give me always a 
little, lean, old, chopt, bald ſhot. Well ſaid, Wart, thou 
art a good ſcab; hold, there's a teſter for thee. 

Shal. He is not his craft-maſter, he dorh not do it right. 
I remember at Mile. End- Green, when 1 hy at Clement's 
Inn, I was then Sir Dagenet in Arthur's ſhow, there was 
a little quiver fellow, and he would manage you his piece 
thus; and he would about, and about, and come you in, 
and come you in: rah, tah, tah, would he ſay; bounce, 
would he ſay, and away again would he go, and again 
would he come: I ſhall never ſee ſuch a fellow. 

Fal. Theſe fellows will do well. Maſter Shallow, God 
keep you; farewel, maſter Silence. I will not uſe many 
words with you, fare you well, gentlemen both. I thank 
you, I muſt a dozen mile to-night. Bardolph, give the 
ſoldiers coats. i 


Shal. Sir John, heaven bleſs you, and proſper your af- 


fairs, and ſend us peace. As you return, viſit my houſe. 
Let aur old acquaintance be renewed: peradventure 1 will 
witk you to the court. | 
Fal. I would you would, maſter Shallow. 
Shal. Go to: J have ſpoke at a werd. Fare you well. 
I Exit. 
Fal. Fare you well, gentlemen, On, Bardolph, 1 the 
men away. As 1 return, I will fetch off theſe Juſtices: 
do ſee the bottom of Juſtice Shallow. How ſubject we 
old men are to this vice of lying! this fame ſtarv'd Juſtice 
hath done nothing but prated to me of the wildneſs of 
his youth, and the feats he hath done about Turnbal ſtreet ; 
and every third word a lye, more duly paid to the hear- 
er than the Turk's tribute, I do remember him at Clement's 
Inn, like a man made after ſupper of a cheeſe- paring. 
When he was naked he was for all the world like a for- 
I C3 ked 
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ked radiſh, with a head fantaſtically carv'd upon it witha 
knife. He was ſo forlorn, that his dimenſions, to any 
thick fight were inviſible, He was the very Genius of 
famine, d yet leacherous as a Monkey, and the whores 
call'd him Mandrake: he came ever in the rereward of 
the faſhion; and ſung thoſe tunes to the over- + ſchutcht 
huſwives that he heard the carmen whiſtle, and ſware 
they were his Fancies, or his Good- nights. And now is 
this vice's dagger become a Squire, and talks as familiar- 
ly of Fohn of Gaunt, as if he had been ſworn brother to 
him: and Ii} be ſworn he never ſaw him but once in 
the Tilt-yard, and then he broke his head for croud ing 
among the Marſhal's men. I ſaw it, and told John of 
Gaunt he beat his own name, for you might have truſs'd 
him and all his apparel into an Eel-skin: the caſe of a 
treble hoboy was a manſion for) bim; and now hath he land 
and beeves, Well, I will be acquainted with him, if I 
return; and it ſhall go hard but I will make him a phi- 
loſopher's two ſtones to me, If the young Dace be a 
biit for the old Pike, I ſee no reaſon in the law of na- 
ture but 1 may ſnap at him, Let time ſhape, and there's 
an end. [ Exennt, 


—— 


| In YORKSHIRE, 

Enter the Archbiſhop of York, Mowbray, Haſtings, and 

| | Colevile. £ 
York, W HAT is this foreſt calfd? 

| Haſt. Tis Gaultree foreſt, 

York. Here ſtand my lords, and ſend diſcoverers forth, 
To know the numbers of our enemies, x 
Hat. We have ſent forth already. 

Tork. Tis well done. | 
My friends and brethren in theſe great affairs, 


d added from the edition of 1600. 
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T muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 
Their cold intent, tenure and ſubſtance thus: 
How he doth wiſh his perſon, with ſuch powers 
As might hold ſortance with his quality, 
The which he could not levy; whereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 
To Scotland: and concludes in hearty prayers, 
That your attempts may over live the hazard 
And fearfui meeting of their oppoſite. 

Mob. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch 

ground, 5 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Haſt. Now, what news? 

Meſſ. Weſt of this foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the enemy: 
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand, 

Mowb. The juſt proportion that we gave them out, 
Let us ſway on, and face them in the field. "7 


Enter Weſtmorland, 


York. What well-appointed leader fronts vs here? 
Mowd, I think it is my lord of Weſtmorland. 
IVeft. Health and fair greeting from our general, 
The Prince, lord John, and Duke of Lancaſter. 
Tork. Say on, my lord of Weſtzzorland, in peace 
What doth concern your coming ? 
Weſt. Then, my lord, 
Unto your grace do I in chief addrefs 
The ſubſtance of my ſpeech, If that rebellion 
Came like it ſelf, in baſe and abject routs, 
Led on by bloody youth, + goaded with rage, 
And countenanc'd by boys and beggary; 
I fay, if damn'd Commotion ſo appear d 
In his true, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 
You, reverend father, and theſe noble lords, 
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Had not been here to dreſs the ugly form 
Of baſe and bloody inſurrection | 
With your fair honours. You, my lord Arch-biſhop, 
Whoſe fee is by a civil peace maintain d. 
Whoſe beard the ſilver hand of peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe learning and good letters peace hath tutor'd, 
Whoſe white inveſtments figure innocence, 
The Dove and very bleſſed ſpirit of peace; 
Wherefore do you ſo ill tranflate your ſelf, 
Out of the ſpeech of peace, that bears ſuch grace, 
Into the harſh and boift'rous tongue of war? 
Turning your books to graves, your ink to blood, 
Your pens to launces, and your tongue divine 
| To a loud trumpet and a point of war? 3 
© York, Wherefore do I this? ſo the queſtion flands; 
Briefly to this end: we are all diſeas'd, 
And with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 
| Have brought our ſelyes into a burning feaver, 
And we muſt bleed for it: of which Giſcaſo 
Our late King Richard being infected, dy'd, 
But, my moft noble lord of Weſtmorland, 
] take not on me here as a phyſician; 
| Nor do I as an enemy to peace, 
Troop in the throngs of military men : 
But rather ſhew a while like fearful war, 
To diet rank minds, ſick of happineſs, 
And purge th'obſtructions which begin to ſtop 
Our very veins of life, Hear me more plainly, 
J have in equal balance juſtly weigh'd 
W hat wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we ſuffer; 
And find our priefs heavier than our offences, : 
We ſee which way the ſtream of time doth run, 
And are inforc'd from our moſt quiet there, 
By the rough torrent of occaſion ; 
And have the ſummary of all our priefs, 
| When time ſha]l ſerve, to ſhew in articles; 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the King, 
And might by no ſuit gain our audience, 
When we are wrong'd and would-unfold our priefs; - 
4 . We 
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We are deny'd acceſs unto his perſon, 
Ev'n by thoſe men that moſt have done us wrong. 
The danger of the day's but newly gone, 
Whoſe memory is written on the earth 
With yet-appearing blood; and the examples 
Of every minute's inſtance, preſent now, 
Hath put us in theſe il|-beſeeming arms: 
Not to break peace, or any branch of it, 
But to eſtabliſn here a peace indeed, 
Concurring both in name and quality. 
Meſt. Whenever yet was your appeal deny'd? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King? 
What Peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate on you, 
That you fhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody book 
Of forg'd rebellion, with a ſeal divine? 
York. My, brother General, the common-wealth - 
IT make my quarrel in particular. 
Weſt. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
| Mowb. Why not to bim in part, and to us all, 
That feel the bruiſes of the days before, 
And ſuffer the condition of theſe times 
To lay an heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours? 
f Meſt. O. my good lord Mowbray, 
Conſtrue the times to their neceſſities, - 
And you ſhall ſay, indeed, it is the time, 
And not the King, that doth you injuries. 
Vet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Y Or from» the King, or in the preſent time, 
That you ſhould have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on. Were you not reſtor'd 
To all the Duke of Norfolk's ſeigniories, 
Your noble and right-weli-remember'd father's? - 
Mowô. What thing, in honour, had my father loſt: 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me? 
The King that lov'd him, as the ſtate ſtood tt en, 
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to baniſh him. 
And then, when Henry Bolingbroke and ge 
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B:ing mounted and both rowſed in their ſeats, 
Their neighing courſers daring of the ſpur, | 
Their armed ſtaves in charge, their beavers do wn, 
Their eyes of fire ſparkling through ſights of ſteel, 
Ard the loud trùmpet blowing them together; 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ſtaid 
My father from the breaſt of Bolingbroke ; | 
O, when the King did throw his warder down, 
His own life hung upon the ſteff he threw, 
Then threw he down himſelf, and all their lives, 
That by indict ment or by dint of ſword 
Have ſince miſcarried under Bolingbroke. 

' (eſt, You ſpeak, lord Mowbray now, you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England, the moſt valiant gentleman, | 
Who knows on whom fortune would then have ſmil'd? 
But if your father had been victor there, 
He ne'er had born it out of Coventry, 
For all the country in a general voice | 
Cry'd hate-upon him; all their prayers and love 
Were ſer on Hereford, whom they doted on, 
And bleſs'd and grac'd more than the King himſelf. 
But this is mere digreſſion from my purpoſe. | 
Here come I from our princely General, 
To know your griefs; to tell you from his grace, 
That he will give you audience; and wherein 
It ſhall appear that your demands are juſt, 
You ſhall enjoy them; every thing ſet off 
That might ſo much as think you enemies. 

Mowb. But he hath forc'd us to compel this offer, 
And it proceeds from policy, not loye. 

Meſt. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it ſo: 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear. 
For lo within a ken our army lies; 
Upon. mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 
Our battel is more full of names than yours, 
Our men more perfect in the uſe of arms, 
Our armour all as ſtrong, our cauſe the beſt; 
Then reaſon wills, our hearts ſhould be as god. 


Say you not then our offer is compelld. 
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Mowb. Well, by my will we ſhall admit no parley. 
Weſt. That argues but the ſhame of your offence :. 
A rotten. caſe abides no handiing. 
Haſt, Hath the Prince Fohn a full commiſſion, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 
To hear and abſolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 
Weſt. That is intended in the General's name: 
I mule you make ſo {light a queſtion, 


York. Then take, my lord of Weſtmorland, this ſchecule; 


For this contains our general grievances: 
Each ſeveral article herein redreſs'd, | 
All members of our cauſe, both here and hence, 
That are inſinewed to this action, 
Acquit ed by a true ſubſtantial form; 
And preſent executions of our wills, 
To us, and to our purpoſes confin'd; 
We come within our awful banks again, 
And, knit our powers to the arm of peace. 
Weſt. This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe you, lords, 
In fight of our battels, we may meet 
At eicher end in peace; which heav'n ſo frame! 
Oc to the place of difference call the ſwords 
Which muſt decide it. 
York, My lord, we will do ſo. [Exit: Weſt. 


SCENE HI. 


Mowb. There is a thing within my boſom tells me, 
That no conditions of our peace can ſtand. 

Haſt. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace. 
Upon ſuch large terms and ſo abſolute, 1 
As our conditions ſhall inſiſt upon, 

Our peace ſhall ſtand as firm as rocky mountains. 
Mowö. Ay, but our valuation-ſhall be ſach,. 
That ev'ry {light and falie-derived cauſe, 
Jea, evty. idle, nice and wanton reaſon,. . 

Shall to the King taſte of this action. 

That, were our royal faiths, martyrs in love, 
We ſhill be winnow'd with ſo rough a windz. 
That ev'n our corn ſhall ſeem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

FOO l | York;. 
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Tork. No, no, my lord, note this; the King is weary 
Of dainty and fuch picking grievances: 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death, _ 


Revives two greater in the heirs of lite. 


And therefore will he wipe his. _ clean, 

Ard keep no tell-tale to his memory 

That m3y repeat and hiftory his lo * 
To new remembrance, For full well he knows, . 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this land, [ 


As his miſdoubrs preſent occaſion; - 


His foes are ſo enrooted with his friends, 
That plucking to unfix an enemy, 
He doth unfaſten fo and ſhake a friend. 
So that this land, like an offenſive wife, 
That hath enrag'd him on to offer ſtrokes, 
And hangs reſolv'd correction in the arm 
That was uprear'd to execution. 
Haft. Beſides, the King bath waſted all his rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack | 


The very inſtruments of chaſtiſement : 
So that his pow'r, like to a fangleſs Lion, 


May offer, but not hold. 
Tork. Tis very true: | 
And therefore be aſſur'd, my good. and Marſhal; 


If we do pow make our atonement well, 


Our peace will like a broken limb united, 
Grow ſtronger for the breaking. 
Atowh, Be it ſo. 
Here i is return'd my lord of mlm land. 
Enter Weſtmorland. 
We . The prince is here at hand: pleaſeth your lord- 
ſhi 
To hs bis grace, zuſt diſtance 'tween our ar mies? 
Mowb, Yqur Grace of Jork-in God's name then. ſet 
for ward. 
York, Beſore, e his Grace, e lord, we come. 
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inn 
Enter Prince John of Lancaſter. 


Lan. You're well encounter'd here my couſin Mowbray, 


Good day to you, my gentle lord Arch-biſhop, 
And ſo to you, lord Haſtings, and to all, 
My lord of York, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your flock aſſembled by the bell. 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence: 
Your expoſition on the holy text; 
Than now to ſee you here an iron man, 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Turning the word to ſword, and life to death. 
That man that ſits within a monarch's heart, 
And ripens in the ſun- ſhine of his favour, 
Would he abuſe the count'nance of the King, 
Alack, what miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, 
In ſhadow of ſuch greatneſs? With you, lord Biſhop]. 
It is ev'n ſo. . Who hath not heard it ſpoken, ; 
How deep you were within the books of heay'a?- 
To us, the ſpeaker in his parliament : | 
To us, th'imagin'd voice of heav'n it ſelf; 
The very opener, and intelligencer 
Between the prace, the ſanctities of heav'n, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe 
But you miſuſe the rev'rence of your place, 
Employ the countenance and grace of heav'n, 
As a falſe favourite doth his Prince's name, 
In deeds diſhon'rable? you've taken up. 
Under the counterfeited zeal of God 
The ſubjects of his ſubſtirute, my father; 
And both againſt the peace of heav'n and him 
Have here up- ſwarm'd them. | | 
York. Good my lord of Lancaſter, 
I am not here againſt your father's peace: 
But, as I told my lord of Weſtmorland, 
The time miſ-order'd doth in common ſenſe 
Crowd. us and cruſh us to this monſtrous form, 
To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your grace 
The parcels and particulars, of our. grief, 
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The which hath been with ſcorn ſhov'd from the court: 

1 Whereon this Hydra-ſon of war is born, Y 
i Whoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſleep S 
'4 With grant of our moſt juſt and right deſire; 

And true obedienee, of this madneſs cur'd, 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majeſty. H 

Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the laſt man, | RS 
Haſt. And though we here fall down, 

We have ſupplies to ſeeond our attempt: | Bi 

If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 

And ſo ſucceſs. of mifchief ſhall be born, | Se 

And heir from heir ſhall hold this quarrel up, | 

While England ſhall have generation. 

Lan. You are too ſhallow, Haffings, much too fhallow;, 
To ſound the bottom of the after- times. 
Weſt. Pleaſeth your grace, to anſwer them directly, | 

How far forth you do like their articles? Fe 

Len. I like them ail, and do allow them well:. Ar 

And ſwear here, by the honour of my blood, 

My father's purpoſes have been miſtook, At 

And ſome about him have too laviſhly. At 

Wreſted his meaning and authority, . M. 

My lord, theſe griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt, w 

Upon my life they ſhall, If this may pleaſe you}: on. 
4 Diſcharge your pow'rs unto their ſeveral coun tis Ar 
1 As we will ours; and here between the armies © 8 
| Let's drink together friendly, and embrace; c 
That all their eyes may bear thoſe tokens home, | 
Of our reſtored love and amity, | 

York. I take your princely word for theſe redreſſes. 
Lan, I give it you; and will maintain my word; Ne 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. | TT 
Haft. Go captain, and deliver to the army | Wi 
This news of peace; let them have pay, and part: 4 
I know it will well pleaſe them. Hie thee, captain. 
[Exit|Colevile; | - 


YI 


York, To you, my noble lord of Emerald Lil 
Weſt. 1 pledge your Grace; and if you knew what: 25 

| pains | | | ad 
I have beſtow'd.,. to breed this preſent peace, [ 
_— g You | 1d 
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You would drink freely; but my love to ye | 
Shall ſhew it ſelf more openly hereafter. 
York. | do not doubt you. 
Weſt. | am glad of it. 8 | 
Health to my lord, and gentle couſin Mowbray, 
Mowb. You wiſh me health in very happy ſeaſon; 
For I am on the ſudden ſomething ill. | | 
York, Againſt ill chances men are ever merry, 
But heavineſs fore- runs the good event. 
Weſt. Therefore be merry Coz, fince ſudden ſorrow 
Serves to lay thus; ſome good thing comes to- morrowy. 
York, Believe me, I am paſſing light in ſpirit. 
Mowb. So much the worſe, if your own rule be true. 
A Lan. The word of peace is render'd; hark! they ſhout, 
AMowb. This had been chearful after victory. : 
York, A peace is of the nature of a cor:quelſt ; 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu d, 
And neither party loſer. 
Lan. Go, my lord, | 
And let our army be diſcharged too. [Exit Weſt, 
And good my lord, ſo pleaſe you, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruſe the men 
We ſhould have cop'd withal. 
Vork. Go, good lord Haſtings: - | 
| And ere they be diſmiſfs'd, let them march by. | 
8 2 2 Exit Haſtings). 
Lan. I truft, lords, we ſhall lye to-night together, 
SCENE V. 


Enter Weſtmorland, - 
Now covfin, wherefore ſtands our army ſtill? | 
Weſt, The leaders having charge from you to ſtand, 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak. 
Tan. They know their duties. 
Re: enter Haſtings. 
ile: | Haſt. My lord, our army is diſpers'd already: 
5 Like youthful Steers unyoak'd, they took their courſe 
hat Eaſt, weſt, north, ſouth: or like a ſchool broke up, 
| Each hurries towards his home and ſporting-place. 
Weſt. Good tidings, my lord Haſtings; for the which 


row. | 1 do arreſt thee, traitor, of bigh trealon: | 


And 


the dale. | | 
Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name, a Knight js 
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And you lord Arch-biſhop,. and you lord Mowbray, 
Of capital treaſon I attach you both. 

Mowb. Is this proceeding juſt and honourable? 

Weſt. Is your aſſembly ſo? 

York, Will you thus break your faith? 

Lan, I pawr'd you none: 1 
T promis'd you redreſs of theſe ſame grievances 
Whereof yau did complain; which by mine honour: 
I will perform with a moſt chriſtian care, 
But for you, rebels, look to taſte the due 
Meet for rebellion and ſuch acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe arms commence, . 
Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence. 
Strike up our drums, purſue the ſcatter'd ftray, 
Heav'n and not we have ſafely fought to-day. 
Some guard theſe traitors to the block of death, 


Freaſon's true bed and yielder up of breath. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Falſtaff and. Colevile. 


Fal. What's your name, Sir? of what condition are 
yah? and of what place, I pray? 
Cole. I am a Knight, Sir: and my name is Colevile-g 


your degree, and your place, the dale. Colevile. hall 
ſtill be your name, a traitor your degree, and the dun. 
geon your place, a place deep enough: ſo ſhall you ſtill b 
Colevile of the dale, 

Cole. Are not you Sir John Fa fa? 

Fal. As good a man as he, Sir, who e'er I am: do ye 
yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? if I do ſwear, they 
are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep, for thy death, 
therefore rowze up fear and trembling, and do obſervance 
to my mercy. . ' 1 | 

Cale. I think you are Sir Jom Falſtaff, and in that 
thought yield me. OTE | 

Fal. I have a whole ſchool of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a tongue of them all ſpeaks any other 
werd but my name: an I had but a. belly of any indif- 

ferency, 


. 
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ferency, I were fimply the moſt active fellow in Europe 
my womb, my womb, my womb undoes me, Here 
comes our Genera]. 
Enter Prince John of Lancaſter, and Weſtmorland. 

Lan. The heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 
Call in the pow'rs, good coufin Weſtmorland. [Exit Weſt, 
Now Falſtaff, where have you been all this while? 
When every thing is ended, then you come. 
Theſe tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 
One time or other break ſome gallow's back. 

Fal. I would be forry, my lord, but it ſhould be thus: 


I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the reward 


of valour, Do you think me a ſwallow, an arrow, or a 
bullet? have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedi- 
tion of thought? I ſpeeded hither with the very extream- 
eſt inch of poſſibility, I have founder'd nineſcore and 
odd poſts: and here, travel-tainted 2s I am, have in my 
pure and immaculate valour taken Sir John Colevile of the 
dale, a moſt furious Knight and valorous enemy: but 
what of that? he ſaw me and yielded; that I may juſtly 
ſay with the hook-nos'd fellow of Rome, I came, ſaw, 
and overcame, 4 
Lan. It was more of his courteſie than your deſerving! 
Fal. J know not; here he is, and here I y A him; 
and I beſeech your grace, let it be book'd with the reſt of 


this day's deeds; or by the lord I will have it in a parti- 


cular ballad elſe, with mine own picture on the top of it, 


Colevile kiſſing my foot: to the which courſe if I be en- 


forc'd, if you do nat all ſhew like gilt rwo-pences to mez 
and I in the clear sky of fame, o'erſhine you as much as 
the full Moon doth the cynders of the element, which 
ſhew like pins heads to her; believe not the word of the 
noble, Therefore let me have right. and let deſert mount. 

Lan. Thine's too heavy to mount. | 

Fal, Let it ſhine then. 

Lan. Thine's too thick to ſhine, 

Fal, Let it do ſomething, my good lord, that may do 
me good, and call it what you will. | 6790 

Lan. Is thy name Colevile ? 

Cole. It is, my lord, 

Tan. A famous rebel art thou, Colevile, 
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Fal. And a famous true ſubje& took him. 

Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are, 
That led me hither; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have, 

Fal. I know not how they ſold themſelves; but thou 
like a kind fellow, gav'ſt thy ſelf away gratis; and I 
thank thee for thee. 


SCENE VIL 


by Enter Weſtmorland, 
Lan. Now have you left purſuit ? | 
W:ft. Retreat is made, and execution ſtay*d, 
Lan. Send Colevile then with his confederates 
To York, to preſent execu: ion. | | 
Blunt, lead him hence, and ſee you guard him ſure. 
TeEk!x. with Colevile. 
And now diſpatch we tow'rd the court, my lords; 
I hear the King, my fathey, is ſore ſick: 
Our news ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 
Which, couſin, you ſhall bear to comfort him: 
And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you, , 
Fal. My lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go 
throt : Glo ſterſbire; and when you come to court, pray, 
ſtand in your good report, my lord. 
Lan. Fare you well, Falſtaff, 1, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you than you deſerve. [ Exit. 
Fal. I would you had but the wit; twere better than 
your dukedom. Good faith, this ſame young ſober- 
blooded boy doth not love me; a man cannot make 
him lavgh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine, 
There's never any of theſe demure boys come to any 
proof; for thin drink doth ſo over-cool their blood, 
and making many fiſh-meals, that they fall into a kind 
of male green-ſickneſs; and then when they marry, 
they get wenches. They are generally fools and co- 
wards; which ſome of us ſhould be too; but for in- 
flammation. A good Sherris-Sack hath a two-fold ope- 
ration in it; it aſcends me into the brain, dries me there 
all the fooliſh, dull and crudy vapours which environ. it; 
makes it apprehenſive, quick, jtorgetive, full of r 
- | ery 


co cmwm © wa oo w .JTozxz v0 ww 


Ou 


ile. 


Fl 


King HENRY IV. 67 


fiery and delectable \ſhapes; which deliver'd o'er to the 
yoice, the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent 
wit. The (ſecond property of your excellent Sherris, is 
the warming of the blood; which before cold and ſet- 
tied, left the liver white and pale; which is the badge 
of puſillanimity and cowardiſe; but the Sherris warms 
it, and makes; it courſe from the inwards, to the parts 
extreme; it illuminateth the face, which as a beacon, 
gives warning to all the reſt of this little kingdom, Man, 
to arm; and then the vital commoners and inland petty 
ſpirits muſter me all to their captain, the heart; who 
great, and puft up with this retinue, doth any deed of 
courage; and this valour comes of Sherris. So that 
skill in the weapon is nothing without Sack, for that ſets 
it a work; and learning a meer hoard of gold kept by a 
devil, till ſack commences it, and lets it in act and uſe, 
Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant; for the 
cold blood he did naturally inherit of his father, he bath, 
like lean, ſteril and bare land, manured, husbanded, and 
till'd, with excellent endeavour of drinking good and 
good ſtore of fertil Sherris, that he is become very hot 
and valiant. If I had a thouſand ſons, the firſt humane 
principle I would teach them ſhould be to forſwear thin 
potations, and to addict themſelves to Sack, 
Enter Bardolph. 

How now Bardolph ? 

Bard, The army is diſcharged all, and gone. 

Fal. Let them go; Ill through Gloceſter ſhire, and there 
will I viſit maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: I have him 
already tempering berween my finger and my thumb, 
and ſhortly will 1 ſeal with him. Come away. ¶ Exeunt. 
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Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſter, 


K. Henry. Now lords, if heav'n doth give ſucceſsful end 
To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, | 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 
And draw no ſwords but what are ſanctify'd, 
Our navy is addreſs'd, our power collected, 
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Our ſubſtitutes in abſence well inveſted, * 
And every thing lyes level to our wifh: 4 
Only wWe want a little perſonal ſtrength: © 
And pauſe us, till theſe rebels, now a- foot, | A 
Come underneath the yoak of government. : 


War. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty 
Shall ſoon enjoy. | | 
K. Henry. Humphry, my fon of Glouceſter, 
Where is the Print.” — brother? | 4 | 
Glow. I think he's gone to hunt, my lord, at Windſor. 
K. Hesry, And how accompanied? 
SGlou. I do not know, my lord. 0 4 
K. Henry. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, with : 


bas 15 
SGlou. No, my good lord, he is in preſence here. - 
Cla. What would my lord and father? | 


N. Henry, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. In 


How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother? A 
He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, Thomas; | * 
Thou haſt a better place in his affect ion N 
Than all thy brothers: cheriſh it, my boy, 

And noble offices thou may'ſt effect » 
Of mediation, after I am dead, | 5 
Between his greatneſs and thy other brethren. „ 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love, 

Nor loſe the good advantage of his grace, ul» 
By ſceming cold, or careleſs of his will, oo 
For he is gracious if he be obſerv' d- I 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand || 
Open as day, for melting charity: E X 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's flint, B. 
As humourous as winter, and as ſudden T 
As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day. 7 
His temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd: 8 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, B 
When you perceive his blood inelin'd to mirth: T 


But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 
Till that his paſſions, like a Whale on ground, "7.0 
Confound themſelyes with working. Learn this, Thomas, I 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends; | 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, Rs 
| hat 
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That the united veſſel of their blooa, 
(Mingled with venom of ſuggeſtion, 
As force, per force, the age will pour it in) 
Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong _ 
As Aconitum, or raſh gun-powder. 
Cla. I ſhall obſerve him with all care and love. 
K. Henry, Why art thou not at Windfr with him, 
Thomas ? 

Cla. He is not there to-day; he dines in London. | 

K. Henry. And how accompanied? can'ſt thou tell that? 

Cla. With Poins, and other his continual followers. | 

K. Henry. Moſt ſubject is the fatteſt ſoil to weeds : 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is over-ſpread with them ; therefore my grief 
Stretches it ſelf beyond the hour of death. 

The blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape 
In forms imaginary, th'unguided days - 
And rotten times that you ſhall look upon, 

When I am ſleeping with my anceſtors, 

For when his head-ſtrong riot hath no curb, * 
When rage and hot blood are his counſellors, 
When means and laviſh manners meet together, 
Oh with what wings ſhall his affection fly 
Tow'rds fronting peril and oppos'd decay? 

War. My gracious lord, you look beyond him quite: 
The Prince but ſtudies bis companions, 
Like a ſtrange tongue; wherein, to gain the language, 
*T'is needful that the moſt iImmodeſt word 
Be look'd upon, and lcarn'd; which once attain'd, 

Your highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
But to be known and hated, So, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will in the per fectneſs of time 
Caſt off his followers; and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a meaſure live, | 
By which his grace muſt mete the lives of others; . 
Turning paſt evils to advantages. 
K. Henry. Tis ſeldom, when the Bee doth leave her 
comb | F 
In the dead carrion, — Who's here? Weſtmorland ? 


SCENE 
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SCENE 1X. 


Enter Weſtmorland. 


Weſt. Health to my ſoveraign, and new happineſs 
Added to that, which. I am to deliver. 
Prince John, your ſon, doth. kiſs your grace's hand: 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought to the correction of your law; ; 
Tbere is not now a rebel's ſword unſheath'd, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive ev'ry where. 
The manner how this action hath been born, 
Here at more leiſure may your Highneſs read, 
With every courſe, in his particular. 5 
EK. Henry. O Weſimorland, thou art a ſummer bird, 
Which ever in the haunch of winter ſings | 
The lifting up of day. 
Enter Harcourt, 
Look, here's more news. 
Har. From enemies heay'n keep your Majeſty: 
And when they ſtand againſt you, may they fall 
As thoſe that I am come to tell you of. | 
The Earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolf, 
With a great pow'r of Engliſh and of Scots, 
Are by the Sb riff of Yorkſhire overthrown: 
The manner and true order of the fight, 
This packet, pleaſe it you, contains at large. 
K. Henry. And wherefore ſhould theſe good new 
make me ſick? 
Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words till in fouleſt letters? 
She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; 
{Such are the poor in health) or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach ; ſuch the rich, 
That have abundance and enjoy it not. 
I ſhould rejoice now at this happy news, J- 
- And now. my fight fails, and my brain is giddy; 
O me, come near me, now I am much illi 
Glau. Comfort your Majeſty! 
Cla. Oh, my royal father! 
Weſt. My ſoveraign lord, chear up your ſelf, look up. 
. | Mar 
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ar. Be patient, Princes; you do know theſe fits 
Are with his highneſs very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air: he'll ſtrait be well. 

Gla. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs; 
Tb'inceſſant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the + mure that ſhould confine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break our. 

Glou. The people fear me; for they do obſerye 
Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature: 

The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 
Had found ſome months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 

Cla. The river hath thrice low'd, no ebb betweens 

And the old folk (time's'doting chronicles) 

Say it did ſo a little time before 

That our great Grandſire Eaward fick'd and dy'd. 
Har. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers. 

Glow. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 

K. Henry. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence 
Into ſome other chamber: ſoftly, *pray. | > 
Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle friends, 

Unleſs ſome flow and favourable hand 
Will whiſper muſick to my weary ſpirit, 

War, Call for the muſick in the other room. 

K. Henry. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 

Mar. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe, 


Sc NE 
Enter Prince Renry. 
P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
Cla. | am here, brother, full of heavineſs. 
P. Henry, How now! rain within doors, and none 
abroad? | 
Ho doth the King? 
Glou, Exceeding ill. 
P. Henry, Heard he the good news yet? 
Tell it him, | 
Glou. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 
P. Henry. If he be ſick with joy, 
He'll recover without phy ſick. 
4 or wall, Mor. 
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Mar. Not ſo much noiſe, my lords; ſweet Prince, 
ſpeak low; I,” | | 
The King, your father, is diſpos'd to ſleep. 
Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room. 
War. Will't pleaſe your grace to go along with us? 
P. Henry. No; I will fit, and watch here by the King: 

OY Exeunt all but P. Henry. 
Why doth the crown lye there upon his pillow, 
Being ſo troubleſome a bed- fellow? 
O poliſh'd perturbation! golden care! 
That keep'ſt the ports of {lumber open wide 
To many a watchful night: ſleep with it now! 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whoſe brow with homely biggen bound 
Snores out the watch of night, O Majeſty! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doit fit 
Like a rich armor worn in heat of day, 
That ſcald'ſt with ſafety. By his gates of breath 
There lyes a downy feather which ſtirs not: 
Did he ſuſpire, that light and weightleſs down 
Perforce muſt move. .My gracious lord! my father! 
This ſleep is ſound indeed; this is a ſleep, 
That from this golden + rigol hath divorc'd 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me 
Is tears, and heavy ſorrows of the blood, 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderneſs 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteouſſy. 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives it ſelf to me. Lo, here it ſits, | 
Which heay'n ſhall guard: and put the world's whole 

ſtrength | 

Into one gyant arm, it ſhall not force 
This lineal honour from me. This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as *tis left ro me. Exit. 
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Enter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 
K. Henry, Warwick! Glouceſter ! Clarence! 
Cla, Doth the King call? 
5 War, 
+ rigol, or circle; meaning the rown, 


jole 


it. 


a" 


| My ſleep my death? find him, my lord of Warwick, 


Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her object? 


With ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 
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War. What would your Majeſty? how fares your Grace? 
K. Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my lords? 
Cla. We left the Prince my brother here my Liege; 


Who undertook to fit and watch by you. 


K. Henry. The Prince of Wales! where is he? let me 
| ſee him. 
IWar. The door 1s open, he is gone this way. 
SGlaou. He came not through the chamber where we 
ſtay'd. | 
K. Henry. Where is the Crown? who took it from my 
pillow? : 
War. When we withdrew, my Liege, we left it here. 
K. Henry. The Prince hath ta'en it hence; go ſeck him 
out. 
Is he ſo haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe 


And chide him hither ſtrait; this part of his 
Conjoins with my diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See, ſons, what things you are! how quickly nature 


For this, the fooliſh over- careful fathers 

Have broke their ſleeps with thought, their brains with 
| care, | 

Their bones with induſtry : for this engroſſed 

The canker'd heaps of ſtrange-atchieved gold: 

For this, they have been thoughtful to inveſt 

Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes; 

When, like the Bee, culling from ev'ry Flow'r, | 

Our thighs are packt with wax, our mouths with honey, 

We bring it to the hive, and like the Bees 

Are murder'd for our pains! this bitter taſte 


| Yield his engroſsments to the c dying father. 


Enter Warwick. 
Now where is he? that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me. 
War. My lord, I found the Prince in the next room, 
Waſhing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks, 


That Tyranny, which never quaft but blood, op 
D j Would 
© ending. | 
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Would by beholding him bave waſh'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. .. 
K. Henry. But wherefore did he take away the Crown? 
Enter Prince Henry. Ye 
Lo, where he comes, Come hither to me, Haryy. fl. 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. [Ex; 
P. Hen. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again. 
K. Henry. Thy wiſh was father, Harry, to that thought: 
J ſtay too long by thee, I weary thee. 
Doſt thou ſo hunger for my empty chair, 
That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with my honours, 
Before thy hour be ripe? O fooliſh youth! 
Thou ſeek*ſt the greatneſs that will overwhelm thee, 
'Stay but a little; tor my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with ſo weak a wind, 
That it will quickly drop; my day is dim. 
Thou haſt ſtoln that, which after ſome few hours 
Were thine without offence: and at my death 


Thou haſt ſeal'd up my expeRation : 

1 "Thy life did manifeſt thou lov'dſt me not, | 
j And thou wilt have me die affur'd of it. 

; Thou hid'ſt a thouſand daggers in thy thoughts, 1 
4 Which thou haſt whetted on thy ſtony heart, I 
To ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 1 

What! can'ſt thou not forbear me half an hour? - 

Then get thee gone and dig my grave thy ſelf, 

And bid the merry bells ring to thy ear T2 F 

That thpu art crowned, not that I am dead. O 

Let all the tears that ſhould bedew my herſe A 

Be drops of balm to ſanctifie thy head; 2 

Only compound me with forgotten duſt, b 

Give that which gave thee life unto the worms; 3 (0 

Pluck down my officers, break my decrees; 4 

; For now a time is come to mock at form, | — 
| - Henry the Fiſth is crown'd: up vanity, _ 
| Down royal ſtate. All you ſage couneellors hence, Ou 
|| And to the Englifh court aſſemble now Re p t 
From ev'ry region, apes of idleneſs: 5 5 As 


Now neighbour-confines, purge you of your ſcum; 
Rave you a ruftian that will fwear? drink? dance? 


Reva 


— 


Revel the night? rob? murder? and commit 
The oldeſt ſins the neweſt kind of ways? 
Be happy he will trouble you no more: 
England ſhall give him office, honour, might: 
For the Fifth Harry from curb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of reſtraint, and the wild dog 
Shall fleſn his tooth on every innocent. 
O my poor kingdom! fick with civil blows: 
When that my care could not with-hold thy riots, 
What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? 
O, thou wilt be a wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with Wolves, thy old inhabitants, 

P. Henry. O pardon me, my Liege! but for my tears, 


(The d moiſt impediments unto my ſpeech,) 

I had fore-ſtall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far, There is your Crown, 
And he that wears'the crown immortally 

Long guard it yours; if I affect it more, 

Than as your honour and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience riſe, 
Which my moſt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. _ 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when JI here came in 
And found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it ſtruck my heart! if I do feign, : 

O let me in my preſent wildneſs die, | 

And never live to ſhew th? incredulous world 

The noble change that I have purpoſes, -. 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead; 
(And dead almoft, my Liege, to think you were) 

I ſpake unto the Crown, as having ſenſe, * 
And thus upbraided it. The care on' thee depending ; 
Hath fed upon the body of my father 
Therefore thou beſt of gold art worſt of gold; 
Other, leſs fine in carrat, is more precious 

Preſerving life in med'cine potable: 

But thou, molt fine, moſt bonour'd, moſt renowa'd, 


4 moſt, 
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Haſt eat thy bearer up. Thus, Royal Liege, 

| Accuſing it, I put it on my head 

To try With it (as with an enemy, | 

That had before my face murder'd my father) 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

| But if it did infett my blood with joy, 

|| Or ſwell my thoughts to any ftrain of pride, 

i If any rebel or vain ſpirit of mine 

1 Did with the leaſt affection of a welcome 
| Give entertainment to the might of it; * 
| Let heav'n for ever keep it from my head, 
; And make me as the pooreſt vaſſal is, 

P That doth with awe and terror kneel to it. 
N 


K. Henry. O my ſon! | | 
Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
| That thou might'ſt e win the more thy father's love, 
4 Pleading ſo wiſely in excuſe of it. 

'F Come hither Harry, fit thou by my bed, 

L; And hear, I think, the very lateſt counſel 

» That ever I ſhall breathe. Heav'n knows, my ſon, 
By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways 
I met this Crown; and I my ſelf know well 

How troubleſome it ſate upon my head. 

To thee it ſnall deſcend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation: 

For all the ſoil of the atchievement goes 

With me into the earth. It ſeem'd in me 

But as an honour ſnatch'd with boiſt'rous hand, 

And I had many living to upbraid 
My gain of it by their aſſiſtances, 

Which daily grew to quarrel and to blood-ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed peace. All theſe bold fears 
Thou ſeeſt with peril I have anſwered, ' 

For all my reign hath been but as a ſcene 

Acting that argument: And now my death 

Changes the mode; for what in me was purchas d. 
#7 Falls upon thee in a much fairer ſort. | 
wy - So thou the garland wear'ſt ſucceſſively : 

. Vet though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure than I could do. 


Thou 
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Thou art not firm enough, ſince griefs are green; 
And all thy friends, which thou. muſt make thy friends, 
Have but their ſtings and teeth newly ta'en out; 
By whoſe fell working 1 was firſt advanc'd, 
And by whoſe pow'r I well might lodge a fear 
To be again diſplac'd : which to avoid- 
cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 
To lead cut many to the Holy land; 
Leſt reſt and lying (til; might mike them look 
Too near into my ſtate, Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy courle to buſy giddy minds 
With foreign f wars; that action, hence born out, 
May waſte the memory of former days. 
More would l, but my lungs are waſted fo 
That ſtrength of ſpeech is utterly deny'd me. 
How I came by the Crown, O God forgive! 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live. 
P. Henry, My gracious Liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, give it me; 
Then plain and right muſt my poſſeſſion be; 
Which I with more than with a common pain 
Gainſt all the world will rightfully maintain, 
Enter Lord John of Lancaitcr and Warwick. 
a” Look, loJk, here comes my Fohn of Lan- 
caſter. | 
Lan. Health, peace and happineſs to my reyal father! 
K. Henry, s Thou bring'it me happineſs and peace, ſon 
Jon; 
But health, alack, with youthſul wings is flown 
From this bare, wither'd trunk, Upon thy fight 
My worlely buſineſs makes a period. 
Where is my lord of Warwick? _. 
P. Henry, My lord of Warwick. —_. 
K. Henry, Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I firſt did ſwoon? - 
War. Tis call'd Feruſalem, my noble lord. 
K. Henry. Laud be to God! ey'n there my life muſt end. 
It hath been propheſy'd ro me many years, | 
D 3 I 
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I ſuoold not die but in Feruſalem: | 

Which vainly I ſuppos'd the Holy land. 

But bear me to that chamber, there I'll lye: ; 

In that Feruſalem ſhall Harry die. | Exeunt. 


— 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
GLHOSFERSHIRE. 


Enter Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, Page, and Davy. 


* cock and pye Sir, you ſhall not away to- night. 
What, Davy, I ſay. | 

Fal. You muſt excuſe me, maſter Robert Shallow 

Shal. Iwill not excuſe you: you ſhall not be excuſed. 
Excuſes ſhall not be admitted: there is no excuſe ſhall 
ſerve; you ſhall not be excus d. Why Davy. 

Davy. Here, Sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me ſee, Davy, let me 
| ſee; William Cook, bid him come hither, — Sir John, 
you ſhall not be excus'd, 4 

Davy. Marry, Sir, thus: thoſe precepts cannot be 
ſerv'd; and again, Sir, ſha'l we ſow the hcad-land* with 
wheat? 3 | 
Wal. With red wheat, Davy. But for William Cook 
are there no young Pidgeons? | 

Davy. Yea, Sir Here is now the Smith's note for 
ſhooting, and plow-irons. 

Shal. Let it be caſt and paid —— Sir Fohs, you ſhill 
. 

Davy. Sir, a new link to the bucket muſt needs be had. 
And Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of William's wages 
about the ſack he loft the other day at Hinckiy fair? 

Shal. He ſhall anſwer it. Some Pidgeons, Davy, a 
couple of ſhort-legg'd Hens, a joint of mutton, and any 
pretty little tiny kick ſhaws : tell William Cook 
Davy. Doth the man of war ſtay all night, Sir? 

- Shal. Yes, Davy, I will uſe him well. A friend i*th*® 
court is better than a penny in purſe, Uſe his men 
| 8 well, 
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2 Davy, for they are arrant knaves, and will back- 
ike. Wo 
Davy. No worſe than they are bitten, Sir; for they 
have marvellous foul linnen. | 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy. About thy Buſineſs, 
Davy, | | 

Davy. I beſeech you, Sir, to countenance Milliam Viſor 
of Moncot, againſt Clement Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, lagainſt 
_ Viſor; that Viſer is an arrant knave on my knows- 
edge, 

— I grant your worſhip that he is a knave, Sir; 
but yct God forbid, Sir, but a knave ſhould have ſome 
countenance at his friend's requeſt, An honeſt man, 
Sir, 1s able to ſpeak for himſelf, when a knave is not. 
J have ferv's your worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight years; 
and if I cannot once or twice in a quarter bear out a 
knave againſt an honeſt man, I have bur very little cre- 
dit with your worſhip. The knave is mine honeſt 
friend, Sir, thereſore | beſeech your worthip let him be 
countenanc'd. | 

Shal. Go to, I fay he ſhall have no wrong: look 
about, Davy, Waere are you, Sir 70h? come, off 
72 your boots. Give me your hand, maſter Bar- 

* I am glad to ſee your worſhip. 

Shal. 1 thank thee with all my heart, kind maſter 
Bardolph; and welcome, my tall fellow; [To the Page.] 
Come, Sir John. 

Fläal. III follow you, good maſter Robert Shallow, 
Bardolph, look to our horſes. If I were faw'd into 
quantities, | ſhould make four dozen of ſuch bearded- 
hermites-ſtaves as maſter Shallow, It is a wonderful 
thing to ſee the ſemblable coherence of his mens ſpirits 
and his: they by obſerving of him do bear themſelves 
like fooliſh juſtices; he by converſing with them is 
turn'd into a juſtice- like ſervingman. Their ſpirits are 
ſo married in conjunction, with the participation of ſo- 
ciety, that they flock together in conſent like ſo many 
wild Geeſe, If 1 had a ſuit to maſter Shallow, I would 
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humour his men with the imputation of being near their 
maſter: If to his men, I would curry with maſter Shal- 
low, that no man eould better command his ſervants, 
It is certain that either wiſe bearing or ignorant carriage 
is caught, as men take diſeaſes, one of another: there- 
fore let men take heed of their company, I will de- 
viſe matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince 
Henry in continual laughter the wearing out of fix faſni- 
ons, Which is four terms or two actions, and he ſhall 
laugh a without Intervallums. O, it is much, that a lye 
with a {light oath, and a jeſt with a fad brow, will do 
with a fellow that never had the ache in his ſhoulders. 
O you ſhall ſee him laugh, till his face be like a wet 
cloak ill laid up. 
Shal. Sir John. | 

2 I come, maſter Shallow; I come, maſter Shal- 


SCENE. 
LONDON. 


Enter the Earl of Warwick, and ibe Lord Chief Fuſlice. 


Har. How now, my lord Chief Juſtice, whether a- 
; way? | 

Ch. Fuſt. How doth the King? 

Har. Exceeding well: his cares are now all ended, 
Ch. Fuſs, J hope not dead, | 

War. He's walk'd the way of nature, 

And to our purpoſ:s he lives no more. 

Ch, Fuſt. | would his Majeſty had cald me with him, 
The ſervice that I truly did his life | ; 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed I think the young King loves you not. 

Ch. Fuſt. I know he doth not, and do arm my ſelf 
To welcome the condition of the time, 
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' Which cannot look more hideouſly on me, 
Than I have drawn it ir my fantaſie. 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter, Glouceſter and Clarence, 


War. Here comes the heavy iſſue of dead Harm: 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worſt of theſe three gentlemen: 
How many nobles then ſhould hold their places, 
That muſt ſtrike Gil to ſpirits of vile ſort ! 
Ch. Fuſt. Alas, I fear all will be overturn d. 
Lan. Good morrow, couſin Warwick, 
Glou. Clar. Good morrow, couſin. | 
Lan. We meet like men that had forgot to ſpeak. 
War. We do remember but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk, 
Lan, Well, peace be with him that hath madeus heavy. 
Ch. Fuſt. Peace be with us, leſt we be heavier. | 
Glou. O, good my lord, you've loſt a friend indeed, 
And I dare {wear you borrow not that face 
Of ſeeming ſorrow, it is ſure your w] n. 
Lan. Tho' no man be aſſur d what grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeſt expectation. | 
I am the ſorrier: would *rwere otherwiſe. 
Cla, Well you muſt now ſpeak Sir John Falſtaff fair, 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of quality. 
Ch. Fuſt. Sweet Princes, what I did, I did ia honour, 
Led by th' b impartial conduct of my ſoul; 
And never ſhall you ſee that I will beg 
A ragged and foreſtal'd remiſſion, 
If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
Il to the King my maſter that is dead, 
And tell him who hath ſent me after him, 
War. Here comes the Prince. 
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SCENE II. 


Enter Prince Henry. 
Ch, Juſt. Heay'n ſave your Majeſty. ; 
P. Henry. This new and gorgeous garment, Majeſty, 
Sits not ſo eaſy on me as you think. | 
Brothers, you mix your ſadneſs with ſome fear: 
This is the Engiiſh, not the Tiwkiſ court, 
Not Amurath an Amurath ſucceeds 
But Harry, Harry. Yet be ſad, good brothers, 
For to ſpeak truth, it very well becomes you: 
Sorrow ſo royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the faſhion on, 
And wear it in my heart. Why then be ſad, 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all. 
For me, by heav'n, I bid you be aſſur'd 
Fl] be your father and your brother too: 
| Let me but bear your love, I'il bear your cares: 
Yet weep that Harry's dead, and ſo will I. 
But Harry lives that ſhall convert thoſe tears 
By number into hours of happineſs. 
"Lan. &c.. We hope no other from your Majeſty, 
| + P. Henry. You all look ſtrangely. on me; and you moſt; 
Lou are, I think, aſſur d 1 love you not. —_ 
Ch. fuſt I am aſſur d, if I be meaſur d rightly, 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. 
* 2 No! might a Prince of my great hopes 
orget 
So R you laid upon me? 
What! rate, rebuke, and roughly ſend to priſon 
Th immediate heir of Egland! was this eaſy? 
May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten? ' 
| Ch. Fuſt. I then did uſe the perſon of your father; 
| The image of his pow'r lay then in me: : 
And in th' adminiſtration of his law | i 
While I was buſy for the common: wealth, oh 
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Your Highneſs pleaſed to forget my place, 
The majeſty and pow'r of law and juſtice, 
The image of the King whom J preſented; 
And ſtruck me in my very ſeat of judgment: 
Whereon as an offender to your father 
gave bold way to my authority, 
And did commit you. It the deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have a ſon ſet your decrees at naught? 
To pluck down juſtice from your awful bench? 
To trip the courſe of law, and blunt the ſword 
That guards the peace and fafety of your perſon? 
Nay more, to fpurn at your moſt royal image, 
And mock your working in a ſecond body ? 
Queſtion your royal thoughts, make the caſe yours; 
Be now the father, and propoſe a ſon; 
Hear your own dignity fo much prophan'd; 
See your molt dreadful laws ſo looſely ſligbted; 
Behold your ſelf fo by a fon diſdain'd: 
And then imagine me taking your part, 
And in your pow'r {ft filencing your ſon. 
After this cold conſid'rance, ſeutence me; 
And as you area King, ſpeak in your ſtate, 
What I have cone that misbecame my place, 


My perſon, or my Liepe's foveraignty ? s 


P. Honey. You are right Juſtice, and you weigh this 
well, | | 

Therefore ſtill bear the balance and the ſword: . 

And I do wiſn your honours may increaſe, 

Till you do live to fee a ſon of mine | 

Offend you, and obey you, as I did: 

So ſhall I live to ſpeak my father's words, 

Happy am 1, that have a man ſo bold 

That dares do juſtice on my proper ſon; 

And no leſs happy having ſuch a ſon, 

That would deliver up his greatneſs ſo. 

Into the hand of juſtice. You committed me; 

For which 1 do commit into your hand 

Th'unſtained ſword that you have us'd to bear, 

With this remembrance. that you uſe the ſame . 


— 
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With the like bold, juſt, and impartial fpirit 

As you have done gainſt me, There is my hand, 
You ſhall be as a father to my youth: 

My voice ſhall ſound as you do prompt mine ear; 


| And | will ſtoop and humble my intents, 
| To your well-praQtis'd wiſe directions. 


That the 


© wild, 


[ 


A Our coronation done, we will accite 
(As I before remember d) all our ſtate, - 

And (Heav'n conſigning to my good intents) 

No Prince nor Peer ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 
| Heav'n ſhorten Harry's happy life one day. [ Excunt. 


* _— 


And Princes all, believe me I beſeech you: 

| My father is gone e wail'd into his grave. 
(For in his tomb lye my affeQions)- | 

And with his ſpirit ſadly I ſurvive, 

To mock the expectations of the 

To fruſtrate Prophecies, and to raſe out 

Rotten opinion, which- hath writ me down 

After my ſeeming. Tho? my tide of blood 

Hath proudly flow'd in vanity *till now 3 | 

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the ſea, 

Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of floods, 

And flow henceforth in formal Majeſty. 

Now call we our high court of Parliament, 

And let us chuſe ſuch limbs of noble counſel, 

great body. of our ſtate may go 

In equal rank with the beſt govern'd nation; 

That war or peace, or both at once, may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you, father, ſhall have foremoſt hand, 


world, 


To Lord Chief Fuftice; 


Ey 


=.” wh 
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SCENE IV: 5 
Gloceſterſhire. 


Enter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, the Page and 


Shal, Nay, you ſhall ſee mine orchard, where in an 
arbour we will eat a laſt years pippin of my own gpraffing, 
with a diſh of carraways, and ſo forth: come couſin Si- 
lence; and then to bed, Rs 

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

' Shal, Barren, barren, barren: begpars all, beggars all, 
Sir Fohn: marry, good air. Spread Davy, ſpread Davy, 
well ſaid Davy, Z = KV 

Fal. This Davy ſerves you for good uſes; he is your 
ſerviogman and your husbandman. 

Shal; A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good varlet, 
Sir Fon. By th' Miſs 1 have drank too much Sack at 
ſupper. A good varlet. Now fit down, now fit down: 
come, couſin. | | | 

Sil. Ab, ſirrah, quoth-a, 


Mie ſhall do nothing but eat, and make good chear, Singing. 
And praiſe heav n for the merry year; | : 
Ihen fleſh is cheap and females dear, 
And luſty lads room hear and there; 
So merrily, and ever among, ſo morrily, &c. 


Fal. There's a merry heart, good maſter Silence. I'll 

give you a health for that anon. - - | 
Shal. d Give Mr. Bardolph ſome wine, Davy. 

Davy, Sweet Sir fit; I'll be with you anon; moſt ſweet 
Sir, fit, Maſter Page, fir: good maſter Page, fit: pro- 
face, What you want in meat we'll have in drink; but 
you muſt bear; the heart's all. Fo 


20 


* 


{ 


a 1 5 Shall, 
| © Good Mr, Bardolpb, ſore wine Davy. 
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.Shal. Be merry, 1 maſter — and wy little ſoldier 


there be merry. 
Sil. Singing. ] Be wurry, — m wife has a 


For women are Shrews, both ſhort and tall; 
*Tis merry in hall, when beards wag- all, 
And welcome merry Shrovetide. 

Be merry, be merry. 


Fal. I did not think maſter Silence bad . a man of 


this mettle. 


Sil. Who I? 1. have been merry twice and once ere 


now. 
Dav. There is a difh of leather · coats for you. 
Shal. Davy. 
Dav. Your worſhip — 
A cup of wine, Sir? 


Sil. [Singing.] 4 cup of n, 
That's brisk and 


And drink unto the leman mine : ; 


And a merry heart lives long-a. 
Fal. Well faid; maſter Silence. 


* with you ſtreight. 


Sil. If we fhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet of 


the night. 

Fal. Health and long life to you, maſter Silence. 

Sil. Fill the cup and let it come. Tl pledge you were t 
2 mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honeſt Bardelph, welcome; it dau went any 
thing and wilt not call, beſhrew thy beart. Welcome 
my File tiny thief and welcome indeed too: III drink 


to maſter Bargolph, and to all the cavileroes about 


London. 
; Dav. I hope to ſee London, ere I die. 
Bard. If T might ſee you there, Davy. 
Shal. You'll crack 4 quart together? ha, will 1 
maſter Bardolph? 1 
Bard. Yes, Sir, in a pottle pot. i 
Shal. By God's liggens I thank thee; his TIT will 
fk by thee, I can aſſure thee * He 3 not out, 
he is true bred. 5 


Bard. 


ft 
bc 


w 
ne 
nk 


ut 


ou 


vill 
ut, 


ird. 
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Bard. And Pi ſick by him, Sir. | | 
[ One knocks at. FA = 
Shal, why, there ſpoke a King: lack nothing, be 


merry; Look, who's at door there, ho: who knocks ? 
Fal. Why now you have done me right, 


Sil. [Sioging.] Do me right, and dub me Eight, Sz 


mingo. Is't not fo? 


Fal. Tis ſo. 

"x Ist lo? why then y an old man can do fome: 
What. 

Dav. If it pleaſe your worſhip there's one 2 come 
from the court with news. 

Fal. From the court? let him come in. 


8 G EN E * 


Ener Piſtol. 


How now, Piſtol? | 

Piſt. Sir Fohn, ſave you, Sir. 

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Piſtol? - 
Piſt. Not the ill wind which blows no man good, 
ſweer Knight: thou art now one of the greateſt men 


| in the realm. 


Sil, Indeed I think he be, but goodmun Zuff of 


Barſon. 


Pit. Puff? 


Puff in thy teeth, moſt recreant coward baſe! 


Sir John, 1 am thy Piſtol and thy friend; 

And helter skelter have I rode to thee; 

And tidings do I bring, and Jacky joys, 

And golden times, and happy news of price, 

; Fal i Kn now deliver them like a man of chis 


Piſs. A footra for the world and worldlings baſe, 
J ſpeak of 4friea and golden joys. 

Fal. O: baſe 4ſjyrian Knight, what is thy nen? 
Let King Cophetua know the truth 1 

Sil. And Robin uod, Scarlet and Fobn. _ 


Pit. 
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Piſt. Shall dunghil curs confront the Helicons ? 
And ſhall good news be baffled? 
Then Piſtol lay thy head in fury's lap. 
_ © Shal. Honeſt gentleman, I know nor your breed- 


ing. 

Pip. Why then lament therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. If you come with news 
from the court, I take it there is but two ways, either 
to utter them, or to conceal them, I am, Sir, under 
the King, in ſome authority, i 

Piſt. Under which King? Bezonian, ſpeak or die. 

Shal. Under King Harry. 

Piſt. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? 

Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

Piſt. A footra for thine office. | 
Sir John, thy tender Lamb- kin now is King, 

Harry the Fifth's the man. I ſpeak the truth, 
When Piſtol lyes, do this, and fig me like 
The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal. What, is the old King dead? 

Piſt. As nail in door: the things 1 ſpeak are juſt. 

Fal. Away Bardolph, ſaddle my horſe. Maſter Ro- 
Bert Shallow, chooſe what office thou wilt in the land, 
tis thine, Piſtol, I will double charge thee with dig- 
nities. 


Bard. O joyful day! I would not take a knighthood - 


for my fortune. 

Piſt. What? I do bring good news? 

Fal. Carry maſter Silence to bed: maſter Shallow, my 
lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, Iam Fortune's ſteward. 
Get on thy boots, we'll ride all night. Oh, ſweet Piſtol! 
away Bar dolph: come, Piſtol, utter more to me; and 


withal deviſe ſomerhing to do thy 'Felf good. Boot, 


boot, maſter Shallow. I know the young King is fick 

for me. Let us take any man's horſes: the laws of Eng- 

land are at my commandment. Happy are they which 

have been my friends; and wo to my Lord Chief Juſtice. 
Piſt. Let vultures vile ſeize on his jungs allo: _ 

' Where is the life that late I led, fay they? 5 


Why here it l. welcoms this plealunt dr. [Exeunt. 


CENE 
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Ss CENE FE 


L ONO 0 N. 


Enter Hoſteſs Quickly, Doll Tear-ſheet, and Beadles. 


Hoſt. No, thou arrant knave, I would I might die, that 
I might have thee hang'd; thou haſt drawn my ſhoulder 
out of joint, | | | 

Bead, The conſtables have deliver'd her over to me; 
and ſhe ſhall have whipping cheer enough, I warrant 
her. There hath been a man or two kill'd about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut- hook. you lye: come on, I'll tell 
thee what, thou damn'd tripe-viſag'd raſcal, if the child 
I go with do miſcarry, thou had'& better thou had'ſt 
ſtruck thy mother, thou paper-fac'd villain, 

Hoſt. O that Sir John were come, he would make this. 
a bloody day to ſomebody, But I pray God the fruit of 
her womb miſcarry. | 

Bead. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of cuſhions 
again, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
both go. with me, for the man is dead that you and Piſtol 
beat among you, | | 

Dol. Fli tell thee what, thou thin man in a cenſor; I 
will have you as ſoundly ſwindg'd for this, you blue- bottle 
rogue; you filthy famiſh'd correctioner, if you be not 
ſwindg'd I'll forſwear half kirtles. 

Bead. Come, come, you ſhe-Knight-arrant, come. 

Hoſt. O, that right ſhould thus o'ercome might! Well, 
of ſufferance comes cale. | 

Dol. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a juſtice. 

Hoſt, Yes, come, you ſtary'd blood-hound.. 

Dol. Goodman death, goodman bones. 

Hoſt, Thou d Atom y, thou. 

Dol. Come, you thin thing: come, you raſcal. 

Bead. Very well. Exeunt. 
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SUCENE YA. 
Enter two Grooms, ſtrewing ruſhes. 


1 Groom. More ruſhes, more ruſhes. 
2 Groom. The trumpets have ſounded twice. 

1 Groom. It will be two of the clock ere they come 
from the coronation: diſpatch, diſpatch. 
[Exennt Grooms, 


: Enter Falftaff, Shallowy, Piſtol, Bardolph, and the Boy. 7 


Fal. Stand here by me, meſter Robert Shallow, I will 
make the King do you grace: I will lear upon him as 
he comes by, and do bur mark the ecuntenance that he 
will give me. 

Piſt. Bleſs thy lungs, good Knight. 

Fal. Come here, Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if I had 
had time to have made new lireries, I would bave be- 
ſtowoꝰd the thouſand pound I borrow'd of you. But it is 
no matter, this poor ſhew doth better; this doth infer 
the zeal I had to ſee him. 
| Shal. It doth ſo, 
Fal. It ſhews my earneſtneſs of affection. 
Piſt. It dath ſo. 
Fal. My devotion. 
Piſt. It doth, it doth, it doth, 85 
Fal. As it were to ride day and night, and not to de- 
liberate, not to remember, not to have patience to ſhit 


Shal. It is moſt certain. 4 © 

Fal. But to ſtand ſtained with travel, and ſweating 
with deſire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, putting 
all affairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing elſe to be 
done but to ſee him. | | | 
Piſt. "Tis ſemper idem; for abſque hoc nihil eft, *Tis al 
in every Par | * 


: Shal 


DIO TYYS9 2 = MY O) me wo 


o de- 
ſhift 


ating 
tting 
to be 


"is al 


Shai 


make thee rage. 


Is in baſe durance and contagious priſon ; 


For Dol is in. piſtol ſpeaks nought but truth. 


How ill white hairs become a fool and jeſter! 


Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 
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Shal, Tis ſo indeed. 5 
Piſt. My Knight, I will enflame thy noble liver, and 


Thy Dol and Helen of thy noble tlioughts 


Hauld thither by mechanick dirty hands. 
n up revenge from Ebon den, with fell Alecto's 
| Inake, 


Fal. I will deliver her. 
Pi 


. There roar'd the ſea; and trumpet clangour 
ſounds, | | 


SCENE VIII. 
The Thumpets found. Enter the King and his train. 


Fal. God ſave thy grace, King Hal, my royal Hal. 
Piſt. The heav'ns thee guard and keep, moſt royal imp 
of fame. 
Fal. God fave thee, my ſweet boy. 
King, My Lord Chief Juſtice, ſpeak to that vain man. 
: Ch. Fuſt. Have you your wits? know you what tis 
you ſpeak? 
Fal. My King, my Fous, I ſpeak to thee, my heart. 
King. I know thee not, old man: fall ro thy prayers: 


J have long dream'd of ſuch a kind of man, 

So ſurfeir-ſwell'd, ſo old, and fo profane; 

But being awake, I do deſpiſe my dream, 

Make leſs thy body hence, and more thy grace, 

Leave gormandizing. Know, the grave doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men, 

Reply not to me with a foo-born jeſt, 

Preſume not that I am the thing I was: | | 
For heav'n doth know, fo ſhall the world: perceive,.  - 
That I have turn'd away my former ſelf, | 
So will I thoſe that kept me company. 

When thou doſt hear I am 2s l have been, 
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The tutor and the feeder of my riots; 

Till then I baniſh thee, on pain of death, 

As I have done the reſt of my miſ. leaders, 

Not to come near our perſon by ten miles. 

For competence of life, I will allow you, 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil: 

And as we hear you do e reform your ſelves, 

We will according to your ſtrength and qualities 
Give you advancement. Be't your charge, my lord, 
To ſee perform'd the tenour of our word. 
Set on, [Ex, King, &c. 


SCENE IX. 


Fal. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand pound. 
Shal, Ah marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to let 
me have home with me. | | 
Fal. That can hardly be, Mr. Shallow. Do not you 
rieve at this; I ſhall be ſent for in private to him: 


ook you, he muſt ſeem thus to the world. Fear not 


your advancement, I will be the man yet that ſhall make 
you great. | 
Staal. I cannot perceive how, unleſs you give me your 


i doublet and ſtuff me out with ſtraw. I beſcech you, 


| good Sir John, let me have five hundred of my thou- 


Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This that 
you heard was but a colour. 

Shal. A colour I tear that you will die in, Sir Fohn. 

Fal. Fear no colours: go with me to dinner ; come 


leutenant Piſtol, come Bardolph. I ſhall be ſent for ſoon | 


at night, 


Enter Chief Fuſtice and Prince John. 
Ch. Fuſt. Go carry Sir John Falſtaff to the Fleet, 


Take all his company along with him. 


Fal. My lord, wy lord. 
| Ch, Fuſt 


e redeem. 


en 


4 


uſt, 


Come, will you hence? 
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Ch, Fuft. I cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon. 


Take them away 
Piſt. Si fortuna me tormento, ſpera me contento. [ Exeunt. 


Manent Lancaſter and Chief Fuſtice. 


Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the King's. 
He hath intent bis wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for; 
But they are baniſh'd, till their converſations 
Appear more wiſe and modeſt to the world. 
Ch. Fuſt. And ſo they are. 
Lan. The King hath calbd his parliament, my lord. 
Ch. Fuſt. He hath. 
Lan. I will lay odds, that ere this year expire, 
We bear our civil ſwords and native fire | 
As far as France, I heard a bird ſo ſing, 
Whoſe muſick, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 


[ Exeunt. 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by a Dax ER. 


IRST. my fear; then, my court ſy; laſt, my ſpecch. 
T My fear is your diſpleaſure; my court ſ, my duty; and 
my ſpeech, to beg your pardons, If you look for a good ſpeech 
now, you undo me; for what I have to ſay is of mine own ma- 
king. and what indeed I ſhould ſay will I doubt prove mine 
-own marring. But to the purpoſe, and ſo to the venture, Be 
it known to you, (as it is very well) I was lately here in the 
end of a diſpleaſing Play, to pray your patience for it, and to 
promiſe you a better, I did mean indeed to pay you with this; 
which if, like an ill venture, it come unluckily home, I break ; 
and you, my gentle creditors, loſe, Here I promiſed you I 
would be, and here I commit my body to your mercies:'bate 
me ſome, and I will pay you ſome, and as moſt debiors do, 
promiſe you inſinitely. | 


If my tongue cannot entreat you 10 acquit me, will you 


command me to uſe my legs? and yet that were but light pay- 
ment to dance out of your debt: but a good conſcience will make 
any poſſible ſatisfaction, and ſo will I. All the gentlewomen 
here have + forgiven me; if the gentlemen will not, then the 


gentlemen do not agree with the gentlewomen, which was ne- 


wer ſeen before in ſuch an aſſembly. 

One word more I beſeech you; if you be not too much cloid 
with fat meat, our humble author will continue the ſtory with 
Sir John in it, and male you merry with fair Katharine of 
France; where, for any thing I know, Falſtaff ſhall die of a 
ſweat, unleſs already he be killd with your hard opinions: for 
+ Oldcaſtle died a martyr, and this is not the man. My 


tongue is weary : when my legs are too, I will bid you good 


night, and ſo kneel down before you; but indeed to pray for 
the Queen. | 


＋ forgotten. 
+ This alludes to a play, in which Sir John Oldcaſtle was 
put for Falſtaff. | 
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